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HAIR STYLES 
THAT STAY AND STAY 





Long-Aid’s fabulous new Long-Stay action holds styling 


twice as long—long after other dressings quit! 





PW NuIs Is THE ANNOUNCEMENT that will be heard through- 
out America! From now on LONG-AID with K-7 
is the one hair dressing by which all others must be 

idged—for it is now truly the best, and most assuredly, 
far ahead of all others. Now—famous LONG-AID with 
America’s finest hair dressing, announces a new added 
tion that smoothes out your hair to its full length 
ediately ...then helps your hair hold this gorgeous 
ew length from shampoo to shampoo. Twice as long as 
ther hair dressings. LONG-AID with K-7, and ONLY 

LONG-AID with K-7 can offer you fabulous new LONG- 

[TAY Action! 


WHAT IS LONG-STAY ACTION? 
ONG-STAY Action is an amazing new hair discovery 
ch brings your hair under control at once—protects 
1inst moisture, resists perspiration—keeps edges 
1ighter—helps keep hair from going back. It’s the most 
ilous thing that could ever happen to hair! 


CONDITIONS HAIR, SCALP, TOO! 


hen, too, LONG-AID conditions your hair as it beau- 
. brings you new relief from dry, itching scalp 
1 dandruff. Stiff, dry, brittle hair becomes preciously 





Send for amazing Long-Aid 
Beauty Kit Offer! 


or \ 


=~ 


_ - = 


$8.50 VALUE 


only $ 


(ine. tax) 





this smart, useful deluxe naugahyde 

ase you'll use time and again to go 
ave fun! And—it's packed with excit- 
)-Aid products! A regular $8.50 value 
$5! Here's what you get! 


Long-Aid Actalan Soap, medicated, for skin 
and scalp. (Reg. $.60 
Long-Aid White Pressing Compound, protects 
from dryness, burning! (Reg. $.66) 
Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo, washes 
xe Naugahyde Bag. (Reg. $3.97) away unsightly, loose dandruff! (Reg. $.69) 
j-Aid With K-7, for longer-looking hair. Long-Aid Nylon Mesh Hair Net with elastic. 
$1.10) (Reg. $.10) 
Aid Bleach and Glow Cream, helps skin PLUS—FREE ‘Orchids In Your Hair’’ Hair Care 
yhter, fairer. (Reg. $1.38) Booklet! 


soft—seems to come alive with highlights. Short, thin, 
damaged hair combs out to new manageable lengths— 
right before your very eyes. Super-curly, unruly hair lies 
sleek and smooth... follows your comb like magic, easy 
to swirl, curl, brush up or under! Suddenly—your hair is 
softer, smoother, longer-looking—and so easy to style! 
AND-— it will hold its style—twice as long—regardless of 
damp weather! 

LONG-AID firmly controls all types of hair—yet is 
gentle enough for even children’s hair. The whole family 
can use it. And LONG-AID can’t stain or discolor dyed 
or white hair! 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

Use LONG-AID with K-7 for just 3 days—see thrilling 
resulis—or MONEY BACK! Start now to have the soft, 
gorgeous, glamour-long hair you’ve always admired but 
never thought you could have! Use the convenient coupon 
below to order LONG-AID with K-7 today! Now with 
new LONG-STAY Action added! It’s truly ‘America’s 
Finest Hair Dressing’’! 


Long Oi. 


Lon x-Stay 


Action 





pS MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW!-——————— 


LONG-AID COMPANY, DEPT. 20-K 

P.O. BOX 2505 

Memphis, Tenn. 

Order Long-Aid (only $1.10) or complete Long-Aid Beauty Kit ($5.00). Check one you want below. 


LONG-AID BEAUTY KiT.tenclose [| SEND LONG-AID C.O.D. | will pay postman 
L] $5.00 cash, or money order. Long- ‘ J $1.10, plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 

Aid pays all postage 
No C.0.D0.'s outside continental United States. 
IMPORTANT! You saveC.0.D. and postage charges 
by sending full amount with order. Then we pay all 


[ ] SEND KIT C.O.D. | enclose $1.50 
~ postage! 


deposit. | will pay postman $3.50, 
plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 
(Sorry, no kits shipped without de- 


posit.) NAME 








[|] LONG-AID WITH K-7. | enclose ADDRESS 
—~ $1.10 cash, or money order. Long- 


Aid pays all postage CHV cs ZONE__STATE___ 
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oO #2556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor. lawyer. even an Indian 
chief, will like the way you 
look in this dramatic taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew- 
eled buttons! Fits beautifully 
Acetate. Black, Red 

Sizes 8 to 16 $9.99 


Oo #2935 DEVASTATION 
The dress dreams are made 
of! A bare topped sheath 
swirled in draped sheering - 
to do wonderful things for 
your figure! Cut to the span 
of a step and fiaired at the 
hem with bold trumpet of 
frothy lace ! Rayon and Acetate 
Crepe, trimmed with nylon 
lace. Black, White, Turquoise 
or Coral. Sizes 10 to 20 

$24 


a #2622 MIDNIGHT WEB 

Wrap yourself in the loveliness 
of lace. Low dip back and dar- 
ing front styling make it eye 
catching coming and going 
Cotton lined in acetate taffe- 
ta. Black, White. Junior sizes 
7 to 15 $17.99 


oO #2690 SMALL MIRACLE 
This fully lined al! wool jersey 
sheath works wardrobe magic 
Beautifully basic—to take ac- 
cessories or leave them alone! 
Strategic seams at the bust- 
line make sure you're fashion 
perfect. The smart, new 
top is a high 
"! All wool jer- 


sey. Black, Purple, Starlight 
Biue, Pine Green, Golden 
Brass. Sizes 8 to 16. $11.99 


 E | #3069 MINUS FOUR! 

That's right! This 842” rayon 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
doned throughout. Side hook 
ng, lace-up front Attachments 


for garters. White. Sizes 24’ 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price $3.50 


(20), 


#7682 GOLD GLORY 

A grand new idea the 
outer waist cincher in glamor 
ous, glittering lurex' Makes 
anything you own a gala cre- 
ation and oh, what it does 
for your figure! Nylon lurex 
lastex and rayon in Gold, Sil- 
ver or Black! Sizes 24 to 30 
inch waist $4.98 


G | #3216 HIP ENHANCER 
Remarkable foam rubber pads 

- round you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs, too. Knitted Ray 


on Acetate Powerfiex. Remov 
able garters. White, Biack 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch $6.99 


#3277 +=TWO-TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into miracu- 
lously shaped pockets on hips 
and derriere. Tummy is fiat 
tened and waist nipped as 
curves magically appear to 
give you a glamorous new sil 
hovette. Black or White 
Waist sizes 22 to 30. $12.99 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTER 
Removable foam rubber pads 
give you that rounded /|ook 
Rayon and cotton power net 


Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist $6.99 


DEVIL'S DELIGHT 
Beautiful, beautiful bustline-— 
that’s the sensational, sought- 
after style star ia this glam- 
ourous Helanca honey. Soft 
and downy, it seems to slim 
waist and hips. Perfect for 
nighttime wear. Washable 
Black, White. Sizes 34 to 40. 
99 


#7075 TURTLE TOP 

Divinely draped rayon-nyion 
matte jersey catches every 
curve in this turtle top blouse 
Shirred shoulders add soft, 
full bosom lines. Washabie 
White, Black, Melon, or Aqua 
Sizes 32 to 40 $6.99 


LASTEX 
? 


” 


Cl] +3e12 sizzers 

Satin Lastex acetate-cotton 
fits your curves in shimmering 
elegance. Hi-Rise waist. Black, 
Emerald Green, White, or Lilac 
Sizes 8 to 16 9. 


#7294 «LA BELLE 
Same beautiful styling as 
#3412, but in gorgeous Las- 
tex Batiste. Black, White 
Sizes 8 to 16 $7.99 


#7436 
Luxurious 
that's the 
gantly-styled 
ed ‘‘car pants 


LuxUR 
and smart 
look of these ele 
elegantly tailor 
Vinyl Leather- 


ette is soft as doe’s skin 
White, Beige, Light Blue, Sil- 
ver. Sizes 8 to 16 $8.99 


ig #7439 CAR SKIRT 


Leatherette skirt looks sleek 
and luscious keeps its slim 
mes always comes clean 


with swipe of sponge Newest 
for gals who like subtle allure 
White, Beige, Light Bive. Si! 
ver, Sizes 8 to 16 37.99 


SR] #7701 FUR FLOUNCE 
A snug satin sheath skirt 
with a lavish flurry of soft 
white fur at the hemline 

a delicious distraction for 
gala evenings! Rayon Acetate 
Satin, trimmed with fluffy 
white U.S. rabbit fur. Black, 
Bold Red, Emerald Green, 
White, all trimmed with white 
fur. Sizes 8 to 18 $12.99 










ge #4070 MYSTERY 
Relax! When you're relaxing, 
let Frederick's worry about 
your appeal, This leisure-time 
glamourizer wraps you in the 
gleaming acetate satin that be- 
speaks elegance and dramatic 
entrances. Deep, deep plunge 
repeats in back. Black, Sorcer 
ess Red, Sky Biue. Sizes 10 to 
18 £14.95 
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#2064 WILDFIRE 
ling dress for a real 

fun time! ines fringe = 

and sways all around the t 

of the bodice. Glittering little 

straps are almost not there! 























White. Sizes 5 to 17 or 6 to 
18. $13.99 


LESS! STRAPLESS 
L FIGURE-IZING ! 





y 

w3uu! §=GAKE BACK 
Be queen of them ail in your 
daring evening clothes! This 
backless waist-length’s cotton 
cups are 4 sectioned, shell- 

, and underwired. Da- 
cron and elastic sides, rayon 
elastic waist band add smooth 
lines. Lightly boned. White 
Sizes 32 to 36 A, 8, — 


















1430 s CAHUENGA 1960 HOLLYWOOD 
MAIL ORDER 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. Dept. 3810 
Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY # NUMBER) 
STYLE NO. |QUANTITY| SIZE | Ist COLOR | 2nd COLOR] PRICE 
































je ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 4Uc Postage) 
j Sigg “NO C.0.0.'s without deposit of $1.00 each item! 
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TAMPAX 
NEVER FAILS TO 
AMAZE ME! 





*°No belts, pads, pins! Instead—phys- 
ical freedom I never dreamed possible 
during that time of the month. All this 
[ owe to Tampax®—the neat and simple 
internal way. So comfortable in place, 
you're not even aware of wearing it. 
Can't show under anything. Can't cause 
odor. Can't betray your secret. In just 
seconds you insert, change, dispose of 
Tampax. You bathe to your heart's con- 
tent. Do what you normally do without 
any question in your mind. Try Tampax! 
Really, its advantages are just amazing!?? 


* * * * 
Get Tampax in Regular, Super, Junior 
absorbencies wherever such products are sold. 
Only 45¢ for a package of 10. 


TAMPAX 


Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Advice To Young Marrieds: You Don’t Have To Argue............ 
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Cover Photo 
of Sandra and Burleigh Lester 
By Francis H. Mitchell 


Tan’s October subjects represent a de- 
parture from the usual cover format. 
The story of Sandra and Burleigh 
Lester is told on Page 14. 
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TAN FANS 


I have been reading Tan Magazine for about 
two years, and I enjoy it very much. I espe- 
cially enjoyed “Teen-Age Temptation,” in the 
July issue, and the article “We Want Him 
Back.” 

Keep up the good work. Thank you. 

lestine Craig 


New Orleans, La. 


I have just finished reading the July issue 
of TaN Magazine, and I enjoyed all the stories, 
especially “Anybody’s Girl,” and “Teen-Age 
Temptation.” Also, I like the special columns 
and articles. I just wish TAN was published 


twice a month. 
Karen Price 
Richmond, Va. 


I am a regular reader of TAN, and now I can 
conclude that TaN is one of the most popular 
and best books for teen-age stories. Every 
month I am looking with pleasure when the 
magazine will appear. 

Please continue this good work. 

Freddy Elstak 
Paramaribo, Suriname, S. A. 


I am a Marine stationed at Camp LeJeune, 
N. C. I just finished reading your June issue 
of Tan Magazine. I found it very interesting. 
I read the article on Miles Davis, Mean Man 
Of Music. It was one of the best articles | 
have read in a magazine in a long while. You 
should write more articles of such people. I 
have been reading Tan for about four years, 
and each issue seems to be better than the last 
one. 

Keep up the good work, and I shall always 
be one of your many readers. 
Ira Lee Levingston 
L/Cpl., United States Marine Corps. 

Camp LeJeune, N. C. 


I just finished reading the June issue of 
Tan Magazine, and enjoyed the stories very 
much, especially Old Man’s Darling, Young 
Man’s Fool. I found it very interesting. 

I want to say your magazine is wonderful. 
Keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Mary I. Roberts 
Las Vegas, Nev. 








Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NaApDINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA = 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, ~x-ity. 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


FE IS MORE ar 


when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light! 





and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts 80 positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


ae 
WADINOLA 


FOR OILY SKIN 

Nademota Deluxe rs 
Brghtens shen, 

lessens shine at the 


















[ would be very much pleased if you would 
add my name to the Pen Pal columns in your 
magazine. I am 17 years old, 56” tall, and 
weigh 135 lbs. I would like to hear from boys 
all over the world. My best interests are 
dancing and reading. 

All letters will be answered promptly and I 
will exchange photos if desired. 

Miss Rosie Bailey 
918 Fortuna Ave. 
San Antonio, Texas 


[ am a Liberian, and a regular reader of 
lan Magazine. Would you mind including me 
in your next Pen Pal column? 

[ am a medical student here in Germany, 
22 years old, brown in complexion, have brown 
eyes and black hair. My height is 5'5” and 
weight, 150 lbs. My hobbies include reading, 
dancing, music, sports and writing letters. 

It would be a pleasure for me to correspond 
with young ladies in the U. S. and other parts, 
between the ages of 18-25. It would be all the 
same to me whether in English or German. I 
promise to reply to each letter I receive, and 
exchange all photos. Thank you. 

Emile T. Woods 
21 Eichendorffstrasse 
Bonn, Germany 


| am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section. 

[ am 19 years old, have brown eyes, black 
hair and medium brown complexion. I like 
to read, write and listen to rock and roll music. 
[ would like to correspond with boys and girls 
from the ages of 19 to 25. Will answer letters 


and exchange photos. 
Carrie L. Parker 
North Hall 
Southern University 
Baton Rouge, La. 


[ am an airman stationed at Williams, Ari- 
zona. | am very lonely, with no one to write to. 
[ would appreciate it if you will publish my 
name in your Pen Pal columns. 

[ am 23 years old, 5/8”, have brown eyes, 
black hair and a fair complexion, and weigh 
148 lbs. I would like*to correspond with young 
ladies from ages 18 to 23. I will answer ‘all 
letters 

A/3C Clarence James Johnson, Jr. 
AF 15518485 

Box 2032 

Williams Air Force Base, Ariz. 


[ am an avid reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like very much to be listed as a Pen 
Pal correspondent. 

[ am 18 years old, 5’3” tall, and weigh 124 
lbs. I am an all around sports fan, and espe- 
cially like baseball and boxing. I like movies 
ind writing. I would like to correspond with 
young men between the ages of 22 and 30. 
[ will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Janis Gibson 
3209 Desire Parkway 
New Orleans, La. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I should be grateful if you would enter my 
name in your Pen Pal columns of the Tan 
Magazine. 

I am 23 years and my height, 5’9”. I am 
very much interested in foot-balling and ath- 
letics. My profession is stenography. I stay 
at Manprobi, a town three miles away from 
Accra, the capital of Ghana. 

I would like to correspond with both sexes 
all over the world, regardless of race and 
creed. Hoping to hear soen from you and 


thanks in anticipation. 
Alex Arthur Josiah 


c/o Singer Sewing Machine Co. 
P. O. Box 2132 
Accra, Ghana 


Please insert my name in the Pen Pals 
column of your wonderful magazine. I am 19 
years of age, 5’2” tall, tan complexioned, dark 
eyes, and have long black hair. My hobbies 
are singing (unprofessionally) and short story 
writing. My interests include modern lan- 
guages and human relations. 

I welcome correspondence with all peoples, 
regardless of race, creed or station in life, and 
I promise to answer letters promptly. 

Sue deBose 
1177 Van Everett #2 
Akron 6, Ohio 


I would appreciaté it very much if you 
would add my name to your Pen Pal column. 
I’m 18 years old, 5’9” tall, and weigh 155 lbs. 
I have medium brown complexion. I like sports, 
all kinds of music, looking at TV, and writing 
letters. I’m on an isolated base, and it would 
be very much appreciated if I could hear from 
females between the ages of 16 to 19. 

All letters will be answered. Also, I will 


exchange photos. 
A/3C Thomas V. Williams 
AF 12587444 
Box 169 
9th Combat Defense Squadron 
Mountain Home Air Force Base 
Idaho 


I am a devoted reader of Tan Magazine, and 
would appreciate very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section. | 
am 23 years of age, 5’6” tall, weigh 129 Ibs., 
have dark brown complexion, black hair, and 
brown eyes. 

My hobbies are writing, swimming, modern 
jazz, and basketball. I would like very much 
to correspond with men and women between 
the ages of 20 to 28. I promise to answer 
all letters promptly and will be glad to ex- 
change photos. 

Francis Veronica Winter 
Apartado 1325 

San Jose, Costa Rica 
Central America 


I am a regular reader of TAN and would 
like to have my name published in the Pen 
Pal columns. I am 22 years old, 5’11” tall, 
have brown eyes and black hair. My hobbies 
are writing and all kinds of sports. 


I would like to correspond with girls all 
over the world between the ages of 18 and 23 
regardless of race, creed or color. I will an- 
swer all letters and will be glad to exchange 
photos. 

Johnnie Ray George 
Route 10, Box 528 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 


I’ve been a reader of your magazine for 
a long time. I dig it the most. I would like 
to have my name entered in your Pen Pal 
columns. 

I am 17 years old, 5’6” tall, and have a me- 
dium brown complexion. I have black hair 
and dark brown eyes. My hobbies are reading, 
rock and roll, records, singing, dancing and 
cooking. I would like very much to hear from 
fellows from the ages of 18 to 25, regardless 
of race, color, creed or religion. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos 
if asked. Keep the good work up fellows, and 
start the letters rolling in. 

Miss Barbara N. Brown 
501 S. Randolph St. 
Richmond 20, Va. 


I will be glad if you would enter my name 
in your Pen Pal column. I am 20 years old, 
5’11” tall, weigh 180 Ibs. I have brown eyes 
and black hair. I am in the U. S. Marines, 
and have been in two years. I like a number 
of things, among them are modern jazz, swim- 
ming, bowling and skating. 

I would like to correspond with all young 
ladies (regardless of race). I will answer all 
letters, and gladly exchange photos. 

Pfc. Kenneth Grimes 
D-1-2-2 Marine Div. F.M.F. 
Camp LeJeune, N. C. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and think it’s 
tops. I am interested mostly in the Pen Pal 
section, and would like very much if you would 
print my name in these columns. 

I am 16 years old, 5’'3%”, and weigh 124 
lbs. I'd like to correspond with both boys and 
girls between the ages of 16 and 21. I will 
answer all letters and exchange photos when 
desired. Race or creed does not matter. Please 
boys and girls, write to me. 

Sherlene Hampton 
7516 S. Vernon Ave. 
Chicago, Ill. 


I would appreciate it very much if you 
would be so kind to print my name in your 
Pen Pal columns of Tan Magazine. 

I am 20 years of age. I weigh 180 Ibs., and 
am 5’11” tall. I have brown eyes, black hair, 
and a medium brown complexion. I like all 
sports (especially football). I also like mod- 
ern and progressive jazz. 

I would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 17 and 21. I will answer 
all letters, and gladly exchange photos. 

Ernest Johnson 
2243 Wheatley Terrace 
Gary, Ind. 
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Me =a é 
Help < 
YOU! 


By EVE LYNNE 


Dear EVE: 

I am 18 years old, and interested in a 
girl whom I know, but it seems that she 
wants me to play up to her. She is al- 
ways looking at me, and wondering when 
I am going to say something to her. 

I met a girl a year ago and we had 
been going together until about a month 
ago when she found out how old I was. | 
love her very much, but she feels I am 
too old for her. She says if I would wait 
on her about six years, she would marry 
me as we planned. In the past, she says 
she has fallen in love with a guy who is 
twenty-five and her friends have talked 
about her so much it has caused her to 
quit him. 

She is only seventeen. I want to wait, 


but six years is a long time. What do 
you think I should do? Help me, please. 
Cm 


Dear C.S.T.: 

Is she postponing marriage or hand- 
ing down a jail sentence? Six years is a 
long time to wait. On the other hand, 
seventeen is young for marriage. 


Dear kve: 

I am nineteen years of age, married 
but not happy. My husband is jealous, 
so he claims, but I don’t think so. He 
doesn’t half take care of the kids and me. 


There is someone else whom I think 
loves me, and I know he loves the chil- 


dren. He’ll do anything for us. What 
hurts so badly, my husband accuses me 
of anyone who speaks to me. What must 


I do about the whole situation? 


Confused 


Dear Confused: 
Stop giving your husband cause for 
jealousy, and start giving him cause for 


love. You’d be surprised how well that | 
would take care of the “whole situation”! | 


Dear Eve: 


I am a senior in high school, with the | 
intention of going on to college. I have | 


a nice boy friend, but lately sex has been | 


his main subject. He gets angry because 
I am not ready to experience sex as an 
adult. Should I quit him, or try to go 
along with him sexually? I love him 
very much and I don’t know what to do. 
Worried Mind 

Dear Worried: 

Sex alone is not sustaining. Perhaps 
you don’t have to either “quit him,” or 


“go along with him.” Talk it over, and | 





give him a chance to understand and live | 
up to the best in both of you. Otherwise, | 


call it quits. 


Dear Eve: 


I am 16 years of age, and a junior in | 


high school. I am very shy. I hate go- 
ing places like movies, dances, parties 
and even church, etc. When I have to 
go I will make up my mind to go, but 
when I don’t have to, I won’t. 

The trouble is, I am afraid I won’t act 
as I should. I never have dates like 


other girls. In fact, I don’t think a boy | 
I like boys. | 


ever looks at me twice. 


Could it be that they don’t like me? I | 
want to be lively like other girls. Can | 


you help me overcome my shyness? 
Shy 
Dear Shy: 
One of the hardest things in the world 


| 
is to learn to relax and stop worrying | 


about acting as you “think you should,” 


but you've got to do it. You can’t be | 


perfect. Nobody can, not even the lively 
other girls. 


Just be yourself, forget | 


yourself, enjoy others and you'll enjoy | 
yourself. It’s not easy, it’s hard, but it’s | 


worth it. 


Dear Eve: 

I am sixteen and have been dating a 
boy for three months. Now he wants to 
kiss me at the door when he brings me 
home at night. Do you think it’s right? 


Sweet Sixteen | 


Dear Sweet Sixteen: 
It’s right for him to want to. 
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TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white... specially 
kind to normal 
delicate skin. & 











BETTER...BY McKESSON 
WANTED 
om Songwriters, with publisher | contacts, 
NO FEES. Send poems: 
SONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES 


want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 
Studio K, 1650 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 












} OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 











OLD HAIR AGING YOU FAST? 


“SHEEN-QUEEN” Shampoo with sci- 
entific hormones plus lanolin shines 
hair soft and young looking. 

Helps stop brittle, cracking, dandruff 
and’! f hair. Treats scalp as it 
shampoos one application. Money 
back guarantee. 

Send today for $1.00 trial size contain- 
ing 7500 units natural estrogen hor- 
mone. Large 8 oz. bottle $2.00. 


COSMETICS INTERNATIONAL 
P. O. BOX 191 GRACIE STATION 
NEW YORK 28, NEW YORK 
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Emulsion 


...the cod liver oil tonic 





- helps them make a faster recovery from colds 


» builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember, way back when 
most everyone took cod-liver 
il? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you 
up and help prevent colds. How 
right she was! Now, you can get 
these same cod-liver oil bene- 
fits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winter- 
e your body against colds. 
New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
n cod-liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


e 
Scott's Emu Ision . . . specially made to winterize’ your body against colds ! 


vitamins you need to make a 
faster recovery from the cold 
you have now ... and to help 
build you up against catching 
new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full bene- 
fits start to work right away. 

So if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter, it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, 
the cod-liver oil tonic, at your 
drug counter today. 


Tonic hood Z 


Supplemen : 


Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 











N Movie Previews 





ALL THE YOUNG MEN 


It starts on a snow-blanketed mountain in Korea. An American Marine patrol, 
ambushed by the Reds, is badly battered, its officer-in-charge mortally wounded. 
The Marines have a mission to accomplish: make their way through mine fields to 
a pass, and hold it against the enemy until reinforcements arrive. The fate of the 
battalion rests upon the patrol’s success. To carry out these orders, the dying officer 
scans the faces of the worried survivors, finally passes the word on to battle-green 
Sergeant Towler (Sidney Poitier), the 
lone Negro in the group. To make bad 
matters worse, everybody in the patrol 
knows that a busted veteran sergeant of 
the corps, Kincaid (Alan Ladd) has 
greater experience in wartime leadership 
than Towler. The men are reluctant to 
follow, Towler is determined to lead. 

Out of this beginning, producer-direc- 
tor Hall Bartlett fashions a story of bat- 
tlefield drama and racial prejudice. The 
Columbia-released film has some of the 
most awesome war scenes ever filmed, 
and bits of the funniest dialogue, thanks 
to the casting of slick young comedian 


Mort Sahl. 


If there is a criticism to be made 





Drama in Korea. 


against this movie, it is that the cards 
are all stacked in favor of underdog Sergeant Towler. In no other film has actor 
Poitier, considered one of the most brilliant young dramatic talents in Hollywood, 
ever had it so good. 


‘MURDER, INC.’ 


A 20th Century-Fox screenplay of real life gangsterism in Brooklyn during the 
“Terrible Thirties,” ‘Murder, Inc.’ may 
not be the best crime movie of the year, 
but it has a man named Peter Falk who 
may get an Oscar for the best character- 
ization of 1960. He plays Abe (Kid 
Twist) Reles, a psychopathic killer, with 
a violent enthusiasm that is fascinating. 

From the opening of the film play, 
when Reles and his pal The Bug (War- 
ren Fennerty) riddle a victim with bul- 
lets in a dark hallway, until Reles is 
killed in a “fall” from a window of the 
Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island while 
in “protective” custody of the police, 
Falk fills the screen with grim ruthless- 
ness, terrorizing brutality, and amazing flashes of humor. 

The film is based on the best-seller of the same name, Murder, Inc., by reporter 
Sid Feder and Burton Turkus. Turkus, played not too brilliantly by comic Henry 
Morgan, was a former Brooklyn assistant district attorney who almost singlehand- 
edly broke the crime syndicate headed by Albert Anastasia and Louis ( Lepke) 
Buchalter. 





Gunplay in Brooklyn. 





COVERS THE @ ; 
TOP AND Y Price 
THE SIDES + 4° 


A SPECIAL- 
PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
women who has thin hair 
at the top or whois beld- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks so natural, 
no one would ever guess. 


BEFORE 





AFTER 


THIS HAIR PIECE 
COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
MEAD AND FILLS 
NM TOP SIDES 8 BACK 








~ 
any a 


Geld Medal of Sheepsheod 
Dept. YH-1| Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


Mark here matching shade or send sample 

strands of hair. ° 8 

DO Jet Black 0 Off Black 0 Brown 0 Dark 

Brown 0 Mixed Gray $2 extra. 

Send me the Medalo Bouffant Crown style 

ee in — marked, $498 

o livery I will pay us 

ee me and c.o.d. ¥s “ 
jotice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 

and 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
! 
| 
| 
| 
' 
and 


money o you save all c.o.d. 
pote charges. 
~ to you all charges paid by Gold 














—-------~—------- Fy 


Neme 
Street 

Box #4._..._____ Route 

City. Zone. State 

FREE *s Booklet of Heir Styling 
a Medel Big — Beouty - 


i in-casecdenseenigsie see-snn-enesethninsnin-<il-as st 


lcs vecmmcunmesien sate Sit wee en ately sean 








ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


$10 Worth of Famous 


Lecky feat 


Here’s what you get 
FREE! ... this beau- 
tiful cosmetic display 
kit — complete with 
full-size products, 
catalog, samples — 
everything you need 
to start making an 
extra $65 to $250 cash 
regularly as a respected LUCKY HEART Repre- 
sentative. Show yourself that it’s easy to make 
money in spare time with Lucky Heart. Just send 
your name and address for your FREE $10 Cos- 
metic Kit and full details—sent postpaid. no C.O.D. 
Offer Limited, send jor your kit now. Dept. 2K 


“ Memphis 2, Tennessee 
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A favorite 


$00: Page Bey. Shoulder 
ength roll from ear to 


$2.99 


Jouble thick $4.50 





Sti: Top “u" 
shaped roll for “top of 
head. A delight. $4.50 





Curis. 


575: eo 
inches wide. Three rows 
weave and curls $3.29 


576: 12 inches wide 
$5.99 














512: Extra heavy $5.75 


: Crimpy 
inches wide. 
hair 16 inches 


Taped. 
76: Extra heav 








201: Feather Page Boy. 

Full feather curls. Two 

rows of loveliness 
$5.75 


202: Extra heavy $7.99 § & 





610: Curi 
er 
Short, natural ors 


212: Pri s le 
Feather curls. Waves 
and short boyish back. 

$33.99 


Glamour. Feath- 


curls and bang. 


12.99 
$15.99 








11: Heavier 233: More hair $17.99 








571: Feather Curl. Short 


572: 12 inches wide 























e world's loveliest women wear 
are the most precious and beautiful hair creations money can buy! All are the latest 
tyles exclusive with Howard, custom-made of costliest imported real hair, carefully 
selected to match your hair perfectly. So natural-looking no one will guess you are 


vearing one. So flattering every one will tell you how lovely you 
low prices. Compare with any other hair attachments 


foward's sensationally low, 
ou can pay more, but you can't buy better! 


for quality and value. You'll agree — 











Pony Tail. Swirling 
with loosely curied 
$3.75 


$5.50 


A natural. 
Extra thick 


yeavier 


Chignen. 
on @ WOO) 


Finest 
# roll. 
$3.99 


$5.50 


Much larger $5.75 











ape Hale. Double 
oft curis. Lovely 
bang $8.75 


(OOK YOUNGER 





$9.99 











Fantasie. 
a puffs ang _ a 
chignon. Nylon 


P126: Chignen 


P127: Extra thick $5.50 
LW 
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310: Ceri Bang. With 
cluster curl for top of 
head. 2 in 1 piece. 

$3.99 


$5.50 





311: Extra heavy 


150: Stemiess Braid: 16 
inch crimpy hair in a 
versatile, plump a. 


151: Extra heav 50 
OLOR MH 


207: Fashiened Halo. 
Feathered effect ail 
around with $9.99 





208: Extra heavy $1 


440: Curted Hale. Waved 
bang with = curls at 
sides and bac $9.99 


441: Heavier _ $10. 29 


MORE BEAUT 








OF COSTLIEST 







Tresses, and no wonde 


:s 
« 


‘S 
630: Cluster Curis. For 
top or back of head. 
Nylon net. : 98 
360: Larger, heavier 


7] 





Thick 3 —_ brat set 
in stylish bu $5.75 
666: Extra ‘hich pane 











r! Howard Tresses 


look. And ail at 


= 


830: Sophia Glamour. | 530: Eve Gi 5 
% Short with pretty side | Shoulder length with 
r i bang. Newest style — waves. Front 
wav 13.99 $12.99 
~ 





$16.99 


831: More hair 





765: Cluster Glameur. 
Front cluster and pegs 
boy. Special sale. $9. 


766: Extra heavy $14.99 


sie ‘Extra, hair 





$15.99 
A 0) R? 


745: 
Shortest of aii 
Delightfully boyish, 


746: Heavier 
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Riviera 


NOW YOU CAN ENJOY THE LUXURY OF HOWARD DELUXE PERUKES AT 


THAN ORDINARY WIGS! 


If you are a woman who wants the best of everything yet must think of 
pocketbook, Howard Deluxe Perukes are made for you. No other wigs give 


all these advantages. Genuine human hai 


r that looks real 


because 


it is 


Natural-looking colors that will not run. Perma-Fit lining of imported P 


net for perfect comfort, fit. Custom-made 


to your order. 


Exclusive Howard 


Styles. Hair can be cleaned, pressed, curled, restyled just as your own hair. 
with any other wigs at twice the price sold in beauty shops or stores. You'll 


why you cannot bu 


y finer wigs at any price! 





00: Pony Tail. ae 
fresh. Soft 


curls and waves. sie 
101: Extra thick $5.75 


hy 




















200: Braided Puffs. Nat- 
ural, 16 inch crimpy 
hair in 2 lovely puffs. 

$4.50 


203: Extra heavy $6.75 § ! 





724: Oval Chignen. Fin- 
est hair on wooi roll. 
lovely oval shape. $3.99 
726: Extra large $5.75 


$25: Peedie Hale. Short, 
combed poodie curls 
with waved front and 
sides. $9.99 


$10.99 












$26: Heavier 





756: Hale. Short 
feather curls and waves 
all 3 $8.99 


757: Extra heavy $9.99 
laut MAIL 


VIA 


style. Loose waves and 
bang frames your face 
in loveliness. No part. 

$23.98 


» a 
1423: Tanya: Soft poodle 
curls frame your face. 
Temple curis give you 
up to the minute styi- 
ing. No part. $25.99 





500: Americana. Latest 
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205: Feather Hale. Dou- 
bie row of full feather 
curls. Easily restyled. 

$8.50 


206: More hair .99 


















COUPON NOW! 





8010: Feather Curl. 
Short combed clusters 
with front bang. Side 


part. 
Was $26.00 now $21.00 


MONEY BACK ORDER FORM. ORDER TODAY — DON'T DELAY! 





8210: Fringe Flip. Casu- 
al feather one. Short 
in waves. 





back with 
Ribbon part. (side). 
$24.99 


1025: Dixie Queen. Full 
curls of wavy hair. 
Glamorous from every 
segs, “ome Center Part. Ay 


2010: 
feather curis 
Delightful 

on forehead. 


$9.99 1430: Caprice. Pert 

1035: italian Sissily. 1425: Egyptian . | 8100: Darling. 
IMPORTED HUMAN HAIR! Short feathered curls | Poadle cut styled with Exciting | poodle cut | standby. Feather 
and bang. Most natural ple curls add new Has side part} all around with 
look. Ribbon part (side). | freshness. No part wit aon side} ful feathered 
$29.50 : $25.99 bbioednataasl $25.99 | Side part. ...... 

~ 
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Howard Tresses Inc., Dept. TA 20,317 W. 125th St., New York 27, N.! 


Please rush me the newest 


Howard Tresses | have PRINTED in the space below. it om 


understood that | must be completely satisfied in every way, with everything .. . 
days. Rush my we 
Hat size.) 


can exchange it, or | can get my EY- 
to name and address i have printed below. 


K in FULL within 10 
(For WIG SIZE, send 





Style Ne. | Size Quantity 


‘ 


Price ¢ 





























Check here for Matching COLOR. 
(For light shades and mixed grays add $2.50 for Hair Pieces and $3.50 for a 
Jet Black, 0 Off Biack, O Mixed Gan 


Tt enclose SAMPL 


E, match exactly! 








Please 
NAME __ PRINT 
ADDRESS or R.F.D 
city 





Order either easy a you Ar ‘ “és 

postman on delivery price plus postage. 

I enclese full price of items ordered above. YOU PAY all pestage and handling char 
A A SS TT 


1 will pay 


zone __ STATE _ 
oe choice below; NOW! 


avier 
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You Don’t Have to Argue 


Understanding and a 
real insight into your 
marriage can prevent 

many a potential 


argument from starting 


W HEN BILL CAME HOME that night to the tiny two-room tenement apart- 

ment, he felt the beginning of one of his headaches coming. It had been a 
particularly hard day at the office, and he still didn’t know whether he was going 
to get the raise. They’d been putting him off for two weeks now, and even Ann 
was beginning to feel the strain. If he didn’t get the raise, and the bills kept coming 
—and unremaining unpaid—he didn’t know what they would do. It was Ann’s 
hospital bill that was weighing on him, for the miscarriage and all the treatments 
that still hadn’t made her well. 

As he opened the door of the building, the smell of ammonia and a strong dis- 
infectant hit him with a powerful force. He made his way up the stairs to the second 
floor apartment that he and Ann occupied—only temporarily, of course. Things 
couldn’t go on the way they were, they’d have to get better. 

It was a hot August day, the Friday before another hot weekend with nowhere 
to go. As he opened the door, the heat from the apartment met him and his head 
began to pound at the temples. Just then, one of the “L’s” directly opposite the 
front window went by. Bill put his jacket on the back of one of the kitchen chairs 
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+e SORSCRIBE TO TANS, 


A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 
day drama of love, marriage 
and emotional conflicts to 
your front door. 


TAN alse contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 
giving you the how-to-do-it 
information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 











You Don’t Have 
to Argue 


and collapsed in it. As he sat there, his 
head in his hands, feeling the heat sur- 
round and enclose him, he suddenly real- 
ized that the oven was on. Ann was cook- 
ing something in the oven. The complete 
needlessness of it hit him, and when Ann 
came in from the front room a moment 
later, a trickle of sweat running down 
her face, he eyed her with irritation. 

“Hi,” she said, wiping her forehead 
with her arm. Another “L” roared by, 
and suddenly something exploded inside 
Bill. 

“On a hot day like this, why do you 
have to cook something hot in the 
oven?” he began. “It just heats up the 
house and nobody feels like eating hot 
food anyway. Just a cool salad or some- 
thing. Is that so much to ask?” 

Ann looked at him for a moment, her 
eyes showing hurt, and he noticed how 
tired she looked, the dark circles under 
her eyes, how thin her arm was as she 
wiped her forehead. She’d never really 
gotten back on her feet since the miscar- 
riage. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t think,” she was 
saying. “It’s just that yesterday you said 
you could really go for some steak, 
and we hadn’t had it in some time, and 
so... I thought... .” 

Her voice trailed off. Bill felt a pang 
of guilt as he remembered saying just 
that yesterday. Why did he have to say 
that, and why did she have to remem- 
ber and make a special trip out to get 
the steak and cook it, with all the 
heat outside and all the heat already in 
the apartment. And why hadn’t he re- 
membered, and known that she had just 
done it to please him, that she really 
hadn’t wanted to cook anything hot at all. 

He started to say something, then 
stopped. Another “L” roared by and he 
suddenly remembered how much more 
expensive steak was than salad. They 
couldn’t afford many meals like that. 
Ann simply had no concept of money, 
of how to budget. This buying things 
on impulse—this wasn’t the first time 
she had done it. It was things like that, 
like not budgeting and not sticking to 4 
budget, that kept them in debt, that 
would probably always keep them in 
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debt. Even with a raise she would prob- 
ably see to it that they never got their 
heads above water. 

Anger rose rapidly, and before he 
knew it he was shouting, “Why do you 
have to go out and buy expensive 
things? Just tell me why. Why can’t 
you stick to a budget, so we can save a 
little, so we can at least break even some 
time. Just once I’d like to know what it’s 
like not to have bills, bills, always 
around my neck—like a 
You’re always spending money that we 
don’t have—money that isn’t ours. Can’t 
you get it through your head, I’m just not 
rich, I haven’t got that kind of money. 
Maybe you just married the wrong guy.” 

Ann had been silent up until then. But 
now she stood up, her eyes blazing. “You 
talk about budgeting, sticking to a bud- 
get. What do you know about budgets? 
Do you have to go out shopping, seeing 
the prices and all the things you want to 
get but just can’t afford? Do you think 
I enjoy buying hamburger instead of 
steak? And if just once in five years I go 
out and buy something that we can’t real- 
ly afford, but that really isn’t that expen- 
sive, because you said you wanted it, 
and I wanted you to have it, just once, 
is that such a terrible crime? Sure we 
can’t afford it, but we can’t really afford 
to eat at all. And if you’re going to be- 
grudge that, then maybe I did marry the 
wrong guy.” 

“Maybe you did. If you could just 
get it through your head that I’m not 
made of money, we'd be a lot better off. 
Maybe you should’ve married that Lewis 
fella. He’s doing okay, from what I hear. 
That’s what you wanted to do anyway, 
isn’t it?” 

And then the argument was on, a 
needless argument, like most, with Bill 
attacking and Ann on the defensive. This 
argument, like so many others, could 
have been avoided if Ann had taken the 
time to stop and think, for just one min- 
ute: Why are we arguing? Do we really 
need to? Is he really upset about the 
things he’s arguing about, or is some- 
thing else really bothering him? 

When most people argue, there is usu- 
ally a combination of causes that has 
brought on the argument, even though 
the disagreement actually only concerns 
one thing—sometimes something that 
has nothing to do with the real causes. 
lf Ann had realized that when Bill ar- 
gued with her about using the oven when 
it was hot out, (Continued on Page 56) 
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The Proven “Success” 


Way toa 


Brighter new loveliness 
in a few days 


Come out from behind that cloud of darkness! 
Discover the happiness, the compliments that 
come your way when “SKIN SUCCESS” Bleach 
Cream helps you clear away those dull, dark sur- 
face-skin color-particles to bring out the full, 
glowing beauty of a lighter, brighter younger- 


looking complexion. 


Palmer’s “SKIN SUCCESS” Bleach Cream has 
proved what it can do. Thousands know the 
wonderful, special way this fragrant white cream 
works to help your skin look clearer, smoother, 
fairer—even when neglect and the sun of passing 
summers have made it seem hopelessly dark. 
Still only 25¢ 

There’s nothing finer at any price. Get it today! 


PALMER's 





COMPLEXION 
SECRET 


The gentle, deep-acting 
medicated foam of 
“SKIN SUCCESS” SOAP 
peps up your skin and 
fights off surface germs 
that often cause ugly 
pimples, blackheads, 
blemishes and those 
perspiration odors. 





BLEACH CREAM 





SUBSCRIBE 


TO TAN TODAY 








Send food to hungry people: 
$1-per-package thru CARE 
Food Crusade, New York 16 








KENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Ruins Heaith, Happiness. Break 
the Drinkin we UICKLY 
.-- INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ae cost and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in secret. New ALCOREM 
eliminates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
riods. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is recog- 
nized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use—sim- 
ple instructions included— not cause time out from 
work. happy ALCOREM user writes: “‘I took 
ALCOREM 9% years ago, and I have not taken or 
wanted a drink since then. Please send me ALCOREM 
for a friend of mine who is a heavy drinker.''"—-Mr. 
H. F., Princeton, Ky. As an additional help we send... 
FREE! 21 PINKIES order of ALCOREM. 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman 95 pius C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
$1.20 in C.0.D. & postage.send $9.95 with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. T-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


DRUN 
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) They were born in Mississippi and lived in 
ea Bsissipp. but they could not love in 
ississippi. He was w hite and she was black 
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By Alex Poinsett 

HE MOON was stenciled on the sky. 

A Night Of Love was featured at the 
Greenville, Miss., drive-in movie that 
evening last December when police Sgt. 
Burleigh Lester rolled up to the box of- 
fice. Without tarrying to small-talk, he 
handed the cashier the exact price of one 
admission, coolly accepted his ticket then 
drove into the outdoor theater. As far 
as anyone could see, he was alone. But 
the 19-year-old girl lying with her head 
in his lap and her legs tucked under her 
knew differently. 

They parked on the darkened theater 
lot. It was safe now for her to assume a 
normal posture. Not that they had tried 
to cheat anyone out of a fare, Sandra 
Ann Taylor later confessed. It simply 
wasn’t proper in. Mississippi for a white 
man to escort a Negro woman to the 
movies. 

But Burleigh and Sandra were so free 
from tradition they could tease each 
other about their Southern accents. Re- 
fusing to view themselves as abstractions 
—impersonal components in a frighten- 
ing something called a race problem— 
they saw each other simply as man-wom- 
an in love. They even went so far as to 
marry last July in Chicago. The wed- 
ding in the office of a Chicago minister 
came only a few days after the 27-year- 
old ex-policeman received final papers 
for an uncontested divorce from his wife 
of ten years on grounds of “mental cruel- 
ty and inhuman treatment.” 

Nurtured in darkness like a grass seed 


germinating in the soil, Burleigh’s and 
Sandra’s love had burst forth into day- 
light, becoming just another blade in a 


tapestry of green. The marriage culmi- 
nated a love affair that had its beginnings 
two years ago in their Mississippi home- 
town and prompted his 58-year-old, wid- 
owed mother to rant: “You must either 
be crazy or you ain’t one of mine.” 

As she sat recently in a two-room, $90- 
a-month Chicago apartment, it was easy 
for Sandra to unreel out of her mental 
projector the rapid events of their movie- 
like love affair, pausing occasionally to 
focus on the highlights. She recalls see- 
ing Burleigh, at first, “every now and 
then” on Greenville’s streets. “He used 
to wink at me,” she says. “I detested him 
for it.” Early last year Burleigh began 
eating at her father’s restaurant “so I 
could see her,” he explains, adding with 
a chuckle of irony: “I had to eat in the 
kitchen—segregated.” 

Within three months he had generated 
enough nerve to smuggle her a note say- 
ing: “You sure are pretty.” 

“T still didn’t like him,” 
reminisces, “I thought he was being 


Sandra 


fresh. But I was curious.” 

But past events seemed to verify Bur- 
leigh’s present playful boast that Sandra 
liked his attentions all the time. The day 
after his love note he had invited her to 
auto-ride with him. “I don’t think I care 
to,” she said at the time. 

“You'd enjoy it,” he persisted. 

“Anyway, she continued as if com- 
pleting an interrupted thought, “what 
would I look like riding around in a car 
with you in Greenville?” 

“Aw, come on.” 

Sandra consented because she was 
curious. Riding for half an hour in the 


country, they talked about mutual 
friends. As a policeman for seven years 
Burleigh was well known in the Negro 
community. One of his closest friends 
had been Frank Barnes, the ex-St. Louis 
Cardinal ballplayer. Arrested once for 
allowing juveniles in his local pool hall, 
Barnes asked for Burleigh in jail, was 
told gruffly: “He ain’t here!” But just 
then Burleigh walked in, quickly sur- 
veyed the situation and shouted: “Do 
you know who that man is? That’s 
Mister Barnes! Let him out of there!” 

Not long after their first auto ride, 
most of Greenville’s Negroes knew San- 
dra and Burleigh were going steady, but 
whites seemed only to suspect it. The 
first of a series of crises came when San- 
dra’s mother, briefed by now on her 
daughter’s romance, asked her if it was 
true she was courting a white policeman. 
Then she named some man other than 
Burleigh. “I simply denied it,” Sandra 
admits. “I told her if she called the po- 
lice station, she’d find no such person by 
that name was even on the force.” 

Her worried mother phoned, learned 
the man she had been tipped off about 
was a 72-year-oldster—long since re- 
tired. It was conclusive proof her daugh- 
ter—youngest of four children—was not 
consorting with a white policeman. 

Meanwhile, Sandra recalls, she was 
not sure she loved Burleigh even though 
she dated him regularly. “The thing I 
really regretted,” she says, “was knowing 
that if a Negro fellow even so much as 
peeked at a white girl, he’d be lynched.” 

They were together in her father’s res- 
taurant one evening last spring when 





























Sharing a whispered secret, Burleigh and Sandra find their love 
for each other their chief asset during first lean days in Chicago. 











(lthough unenthusiastic about washing dishes, Burleigh is never- 
theless as meticulous as his wife about keeping house. They hope 
move soon from two-room apartment into own home. 



































The Love Story That 


Rock@d-the South 


she mentioned she wanted some cigarettes but had no change. 
Pulling a dollar out his pocket, he held it aloft impishly, re- 
leased and watched it float to the floor. Either teasing or 
testing her, he refused to pick it up and Sandra was deter- 
mined not to. A break in the stalemate came when one of 
the waitresses scooped up the bill then handed it to Burleigh. 

But Sandra was fighting mad as he walked out. Returning 
with three packs of cigarettes, he offered them to her as a 
gesture of peace. She didn’t want them. He placed them on 
a table. She ignored them. He left them anyway and walked 
out. “I chopped up the cigarettes with a meat cleaver,” Sandra 
recalls, “and dumped them in a paper bag. When he came 
back later I gave him the bag of cigarette chips. That made 
him mad, so he left in a huff. Although he had been in the 
habit of calling me practically every hour, I didn’t care 
whether I ever saw him again.” 

That is, for the first hour she didn’t. Three hours passed. 
Doubts nagged her. She began wondering if he’d call, jumped 
every time the phone rang. Like a broken record, it seemed, 
the rhythm of their romance had run down. Finally, Bur- 
leigh’s alto voice floated out of the receiver. “Shucks!” says 
Sandra, “I was so glad! It was then that I knew I was deeply 
in love with him.” 

And he found little ways of proving his love for her: buy- 
ing her an expensive watch, sneaking her into the movies al- 
most every week, placing two engagement rings on her 
finger last March, throwing a birthday party for her in May 
at the home of a Negro couple (they ate steaks and French 
fries instead of a birthday cake). 

“One of my girl friends wanted to know if Burleigh acted 
like colored fellows,” Sandra recalls. “I told her I saw no 
difference except that I felt more relaxed around him than 
ever anyone else.” 

Another of her friends, a classmate at Mississippi Voca- 
tional College (40 miles from Greenville) where she was a 
freshman majoring in English, told her he thought it “awful 
terrible” that she was going with a white man. He had learned 
Sandra’s secret after another stugent discovered Burleigh’s 
photo in her wallet. “When they lynch you,” he scoffed, “I'll 
be there laughing my head off.” 

Boldly Sandra and Burleigh trod into the valley and the 
shadow of danger knowing they were flirting with possible 
10-year prison sentences for miscegenation, yet brushing 
aside their fears as one would an offending fly. Burleigh 
lived in his sister’s home and Sandra was a frequent visitor 
when his sister was away. Even on the few occasions that 
his sister returned home while she was still with Burleigh, 
says Sandra, there was never a problem. “There was a sort 
of understanding in their house that when his bedroom door 
was closed, she was not even to knock, let alone come in. If I 
was there when she came home, I’d wait until she went to bed, 
hurry past her room and out the back door.” The sister never 
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Talking with magazine reporter, Burleigh tells of opposition of own family to his marriage to Sandra. Her family, after initial mis- 
givings, gave marriage its blessing. He hopes to win over his own mother within two years, despite fact that she is now extremely bitter. 


knew the woman she often small-talked with on the phone. 
after giving her Burleigh’s messages, was a Negro. They 
never met face to face. 

Burleigh and Sandra’s narrowest escape came one night 
when he wheeled into his sister’s driveway. Driving by at 
that instant Burleigh’s boss, the town police chief, who U- 
turned a half block away, then came back. Unwittingly, he 
had given Sandra just enough time to scurry into the house. 

But a Negro minister in town was determined to trap them. 
Storming into the police station, he reported some white po- 
liceman named Lester was courting a Negro woman, advised 
\ a police official he should not have anything like that going 
on in Greenville. Replied the official curtly : “Now let’s not get 
too excited. This has been going on a long time. If you don’t 
believe it, just look at yourself,” indicating the minister’s 
light-colored complexion. “At least they’re trying to keep 
| their romance secret.” 

Unsatisfied, the minister pressed his case with other town 
officials. Still he got no results. “If I could just get a picture 
of Lester and that girl together,” he later told Sandra, not 
realizing she was the girl, “I’d ruin them.” 

“I sure hope you get it,” she lied innocently. 

Not long thereafter Burleigh decided to send Sandra to 
| Chicago because, as he explains, “we were getting too brave.” 
Having received the blessings of his soon-to-be in-laws, he 
took Sandra to the train station and was about to kiss her 
goodbye. But a Negro friend, accompanying them because 
he feared for their safety, abruptly stepped between them. 

“You cried a lot after I left on the train, didn’t you 
honey?” she later asked Burleigh, who had remained in eh bes ea eal 
Greenville to complete an uncontested divorce from his wife. Content to entertain each other, couple dance at home to music 


He tri s - *- 9 from jazz collection, often play dominoes together. Both feel 
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LL DO ANYTHING 


a new baby inside her house, and a good 
husband who didn’t start their marriage 
out with a lie! 

Thinking about how things were be- 
tween Joey and me made me turn away 
from the window. I closed my eyes. Six 
months ago, living here in this house 
with Joey had been a very private, very 
special kind of heaven. We’d had our 
own special world, and Maria and Scott, 
my sister and her husband, had been a 
part of it. Their house, shining and neat 
and happy, and ours right next door, 
happy and waiting—waiting for the 
babies to start coming. 

Only they hadn’t come—not for Joey 
and me, anyway. Maria and Scott had 
three babies, and still Joey and I were 
childless. But the happiness and hope 
had still been with us. Now we just had 
the hope, and maybe not even that. I 
knew | should call the doctor, to ask him 
the results of Joey’s tests. But I was 
afraid. Because I knew I could live with 
him, and with the lie, if we could only 
have a child. But without a child—I 
wasn t so sure. 

(nd that was very strange—for me to 
think like that. Because, only a few short 
months ago, Joey had been my whole 
life. It was as if, for the first time in my 
life. | was going to get something as 
wonderful as my sister had—and when 
| met Joey, and married him, that made 
up for all the years that Maria had been 
the prettiest and the -smartest and the 
luckiest. 

| thought of her again, out there in 
her flower-shaded back yard, slim and 


TO HAVE A BABY 


lovely, even though her newest baby 
was only five weeks old. And only yes- 
terday she’d complained to me that Scott 
had only gotten her drugstore candy for 
their anniversary. Maria, | thought, sud- 
denly bitter, somebody ought to shake 
you! Don’t you know how terribly lucky 
you are? Drugstore candy, | thought, 
and I remembered how Joey’s face had 
looked when he’d told me, last week. 
When he’d spoken the words that forced 
us to take our first step out of our own, 
private little Garden of Fden. 

-“Bethie,” he’d said, his dark eyes 
anguished. “Listen—I’ll take those tests. 
But—I don’t think it will help. We know 
now that it isn’t you. It isn’t your fault 
we aren’t having kids.” His mouth had 
twisted. “I’d hoped to God it would be 
you. Then—I wouldn’t have to tell you.” 

Something foreign and cold had 
touched my heart. 

“Tell me what?” 

He had lit a cigarette, and his hands 
were shaking. “You’re going to ask me 
why I didn’t tell you before I married 
you,” he’d said, his dark eyes watching 
me. “Well, I’ll tell you why. Because I 
loved you. I guess maybe I loved you 
from the first time that Scott introduced 
us. And the way things worked out— 
Scott and me going into the building 
business together, and this house being 
for sale, right next door to theirs—” 
He’d looked away from me. “Well—I 
guess I thought maybe some of whatever 
magic they have would rub off on us.” 

I remember I went over and gently 
touched his arm. “It has, Joey,” I said. 


““I—I’ve been happy with you. I guess | 
was never really happy before I met 
you.” 

He sort of pulled away from me, and 
we stood there, like two uneasy stran- 
gers. “Bethie,” he said finally, his voice 
husky. “When I was overseas in Japan 
I met a girl. I’m not going to try to make 
excuses for myself. I was lonely and 
homesick and she seemed like a nice 
kid.” His glance wavered and he looked 
away from me. But his voice went dog- 
gedly on, “I didn’t find out what had 
happened until I got back stateside. I—I 
was sick Bethie. This girl—she’d given 
me a disease.” 

At first the only thing that I felt was 
blind, unreasonable jealousy. But then, 
slowly and clearly, the meaning of his 
words came through to me. 

“You knew,” I said slowly. “You 
knew you were sterile when you mar- 
ried me! And you knew why!” I put 
my hands up to my trembling mouth. 
“And you didn’t tell me! You let me 
think—all this time—for three years, 
you let me think it might be me—some- 
thing wrong with me!” 

He reached out for me, but I couldn’t 
bear to have him touch me. I knew how 
I must look, standing there, too thin 
and trembling, my brown hair mussed, 
my eyes wild. I looked like a girl who'd 
been cheated. Cheated out of beauty and 
boyfriends, while her sister never had to 
lift a finger for those things. And now, 
finally, cheated out of what I’d thought 
was a wonderful marriage. 

“Listen, Bethie,” Joey said, his voice 


We couldn’t go on this way—my wanting a baby 


so badly, and his feeling guilty because he 


couldn’t make me conceive, because of that faceless 


girl in Japan who would be forever between us... 





pleading, “I wasn’t sure! Honest to God 


—I wasn’t sure if it was me or not! | 
told you—I kept hoping it was you.” He 
sat down, and put his hands over his 
face. “But now we know it isn’t you. 
And when I take those tests, and they tell 
us we can’t have kids—well—I guess 
you can leave me. Do anything you 
want.” 

It was dark outside now. My sister 
would have her wash all carried in, and 
Scott would help her put their babies to 
bed. And any minute, any minute, my 
husband would come in and tell me 
whether or not we could ever have a 
child. 

He didn’t get home until nearly nine. 
He didn’t have to tell me. I knew as 
soon as I saw his face. 

“Go ahead,” he said, his voice too 
loud. “Start packing your stuff! I’ll give 
you all the dough I’ve got. Or do you 
want me to get out?” 

I walked past him, out to the kitchen, 
and turned the coffee pot on. I couldn’t 
think. Not now. Tomorrow, maybe. 

“We're supposed to go over to Maria’s 
and Scott’s,” I said dully. “Scott said 
he’s got the blueprints for the house you 
two are to build over on Kettler Ave- 
ue.” I turned and looked at him. “I 
won't leave you, Joey,” I said suddenly, 
and I knew I meant it. “I was never 
happy until I met you, and I—I want 
to—to forgive—” 

He said something, but I didn’t hear. 
He was beside me, in our dark kitchen, 
his strong young arms around me, his 
voice thick with tears. “I want to so 
damned bad, Bethie,” he said brokenly. 
“If you only knew how bad I want you 
to have a kid! I’d do anything on God’s 
earth to give you one! Honey—honey, 
don’t you know I’ve heard you crying 
nights—don’t you know I’ve seen you 
with your sister’s kids—God, Bethie!— 
try to forgive me!” 

I raised my face to his kiss, and closed 
my eyes. But all the time, something 
deep inside me was screaming—/ want 
a baby—I want a baby! 


E’D ONLY HAD ONE BEER when 

my sister came right out and asked 

us about Joey’s tests. We'd told her and 

Scott about the tests, but we hadn’t told 

them that there was anything the matter 
with Joey. 

Joey picked up his second beer and 





grinned at Scott and Maria. But his face 
was terribly (Continued on Page 63) 
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STOOD LISTENING, shocked and hurt, as my Aunt Ruth 
stormed and fussed. I had just told her that I won the bathing 
beauty contest at the new swimming pool when I’d been in town 
that day. I’d been so thrilled and excited, and there surely didn’t 
seem to be any harm. I even thought she might be proud of me, for 


once. 

“How long have you been planning this, Miss, and what comes 
next?” she grated harshly. 

“But Aunt Ruth,” I tried to explain, stammering and near tears, 
“I—I didn’t plan it. It just happened on the spur of the moment. 
I went with Marianne over to the new pool, and we decided to go in, 
and there were a lot of other kids there, and some newspaper people 
and a photographer. So somebody decided it would be a good idea 
to have a contest, and they did, and—” 

My voice trailed on off. Whatever I said wasn’t helping any, or 
explaining, only making it worse. 

Aunt Ruth’s eyes seemed to be ablaze with hate and scorn 
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> said furiously, “You’ve always 
wild streak in you, Cassie. I’ve 
ny best. I’ve tried to keep you 
going wrong. I didn’t know Id 
watch you every minute. I can’t. 
vant!” 
w she was almost near tears, as she 
| her back to me and walked over 
kitchen window. | felt again the 
unhappiness and depression | al- 
had when Aunt Ruth hurled her 
| and unprovoked accusations at me. 
)t done anything wrong! What in 
orld was wrong with being in a 
contest—and winning? Of 
it was only an impromptu, spur 
e moment thing, like I told her, just 
he girls who were there. I didn’t 
any illusions about myself in a real, 
al contest. But this had at least been 
and exciting. 
itching Aunt Ruth’s shoulders heav- 


n anger and indignation, I tried to 
of something to make her under- 


Payne of the Chamber of Com- 
» was there, Aunt Ruth,” I said hesi- 
, “and it was sort of like an unofhi- 
ypening. The photographer from 
| newspaper took pictures of us.” 
hey’ll not use them,” she said, 
ing around to face me again. She 

across the room to the telephone 
n a few moments was talking to the 

of the World, insisting that my 
e not be used. I could tell from 
id of the conversation that it was 
ate, that the story was printed and 
ably on the streets by now. She 
ed the phone down and turned to 
1e again. 

time, before she said anything, 
ad to blurt out, “What’s wrong with 

| did, Aunt Ruth? What’s so wrong 
ust being in a beauty contest?” 
ne of the fury seemed to go away 
and weariness took its place. She 


k into a chair at the kitchen table. 


u’re almost seventeen years old, 








**Cassie, ~ ie 


Cassie,” she said, “and you know the 
notoriety attached to this sort of thing, 
even if it was just a little local contest, 
on the spur of the moment. You'll at- 
tract people—men, the wrong sort of 
men.” She shuddered. “Well, there’s 
nothing we can do about it now. But 
you must be careful, miss! I am warn- 
ing you. Just be careful!” 

She made it sound so dismal. I hadn’t 
thought of it from that point of view. 

“I don’t think it will be that impor- 
tant, Aunt Ruth,” I said appeasingly. “I 
really don’t think anyone will pay any 
attention to it, or even remember it.” 


most natural place for me to be in the world 


said. reaching out for me. and 


[ was in his arms and it seemed the richte-t. 





There was a noise on the back porch, 
and we both looked up as Ben came in 
the door from the fields. Ben was sort of 
the ‘hired hand,’ on our farm, but he was 
really more like one of the family, hav- 
ing just stayed on with us when his 
father, Old Benjamin, died. 

“Hi, Cassie,” he said, smiling at first, 
then looking from me to my Aunt Ruth 
and back again, as he sensed something 
was wrong. “Am I interrupting sume- 
thing?” 

“No, Ben,” Aunt Ruth said quickly, 
some of the anger gone from her voice. 
“Guess you might as well know. Cassie 














Maybe the party was a little wild at the Scott's 


that night, and maybe I did drink a little too much. 


But Iwas just having fun. What was wrong with that? 


has gone and got herself into a—bathing 
beauty contest.” 

She said the words like it was some- 
thing very dirty, and out of another era. 
Ben looked at me and grinned. 

“I take it she won, didn’t she?” he 
asked, 

I had to smile, in spite of Aunt Ruth’s 
stern look. 


“Yes, she won,” she said curtly, “if 
you can call that winning.” 

Ben looked at me shyly, his eyes flash- 
ing a message of understanding. 

“It wasn’t a real contest,” I edged in, 
with a very small voice, “just Marianne 


Crater and me, and a few other girls who 
happened to be there.” 

“Well,” Ben said, “I guess you'd be 
the prettiest even if it was a real con- 
test.” 

“Now don’t you go putting ideas into 
her head, Ben,” Aunt Ruth interrupted 
so sternly that Ben laughed. 

He was leaning against the cabinets 
as we talked, and he shifted his body to 
favor his crippled left leg. Ben was very 
nice. I’d known him all my life, and 
Aunt Ruth always said we couldn’t have 
run the place without him, and that he 
did more work than any two whole men. 


Of course, he was old—twenty-four or 
twenty-five, I wasn’t sure. 

Suddenly I was very tired, and they 
had started talking about the farm any- 
way, and that sure didn’t interest me 
much. 

“T think I'll lie down for awhile before 
dinner, Aunt Ruth,” I said, and she just 
looked at me briefly in answer and kept 
on talking to Ben. 

Upstairs, in my own little yellow and 
white bedroom, I looked for the umpteen 
millionth time at the picture of my 
mother and father on the dresser. The 
terrible hurt (Continued on Page 51) 
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I AM Julie Gordon. Up to three months 

ago, that name meant nothing to any- 
one but my family and Rick Stevens. My 
life was just ordinary in every sense of 
the word. I graduated from Greer High 
when I was seventeen and for the last 
three years I’d worked as a receptionist 
in an advertising agency. My parents 
lived in a five-room apartment, shabby 
but decent. My father was a maintenance 
man for a group of large apartment 
buildings and my mother was—well, just 
Mom. She liked movies and drinking 
coffee with her neighbors, she baked 
cakes for the church bazaars, kept her 
house neat and put her family’s welfare 
above everything else. Nothing extra- 
ordinary about all this, but it was warm 
and satisfying. 

Since I was the only child, I suppose 
I was spoiled. All I ever had to do was 
express a wish and Mom and Dad 
knocked themselves out trying to get it 
for me. Mom used to say proudly, 
“You’re so pretty, Julie. With your 
brown hair and big dark eyes, you could 
be a movie star. I like to see you have 
pretty things, honey.” 

So, when I met Rick Stevens, just 
back from his army stint and on fire to 
begin grabbing the world by the tail, I 
looked at him once and knew that this 
was the man I wanted to marry. His 
father was a building contractor and 
Rick worked for him as a carpenter. He 
was a smooth tan color. And his hands 
were big and gentle. His laughter bub- 
bled like a mountain spring and he was 
so alive he filled me with a sort of ex- 
uberance. Oh, yes, I loved Rick Stevens 
and I was going to marry him as soon as 
he had saved enough money to make a 
down payment on one of his father’s 
little houses in the suburbs. 

As for Rick, he took one look at me 
and said happily, “Well, Julie Gordon. 
Remember this day as long as you live, 
because you are going to marry me in a 
couple of years. Did you know that?” 

I laughed, my heart flaming. “Sure,” 
I told him, impudently. “I knew it right 
off but what you’ve just said makes it 
smooth sailing. I thought I might run in- 
to resistance or competition.” 

He grinned as he held me close. “Blue 
skies, clear sailing,” he said. “Now 
watch me start piling up the dough to 
build our nest.” 

So you see, my life seemed to be 
charted. There was no reason why I 
should have done the wild, crazy thing I 
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| COULDNT WAIT FOR LOVE 


did. To this day, I don’t know why I 
got involved in a scandal which blew 
my life into bits, shamed my parents, 
and sent Rick away with his head bent, 
his eyes dark with pain. 

It all began with Rick plunging madly 
into work. As he said, “Julie, I love you 
and | can’t wait forever. The sooner I 
make a pile, the sooner we can be mar- 
ried. Overtime pays time and a half, you 
know. You do understand, darling? It 
isn’t that I don’t want to be with you 
every minute, it’s that I want to come 
home to you every night—and soon.” 

| kissed him, feeling very proud that 
he wanted me so much he was willing 
to work that hard for me. “Sure, I un- 
derstand, Rick dear.” 

“You won’t get too lonesome when I 
have to work nights... ?” 

“Sure, I will,” I pouted. “I'll die of 
loneliness, but after we’re married—” 

“That’s my girl,” he broke in. “Pll 
work and you wait by the fire. Make a 
tablecloth or something for our house.” 
His laugh bubbled happily. 

At first I didn’t mind too much. He 
came on Sundays for dinner and the 
folks were crazy about him. But the eve- 
nings—I wonder how many dates he 
broke at the last minute because his 
father offered him overtime? By the end 
of the summer, he was so tired on Sun- 
days that he fell asleep in his chair right 
after dinner. A slow burn began eating 
away inside of me. 

What had become of the vibrancy 
which had so attracted me at first? And 
his laughter—you don’t laugh when 
you're asleep. We seldom went anywhere 
and the entries in his handbook which 
he showed me every week, seemed to 
grow so slowly. Once I asked, petulant- 
ly, “How much do we have to have for 
a down payment, Rick?” 

“At least five thousand, so we won’t 
have to carry such a heavy mortgage,” 
he said. “The more we pay down, the 
less interest on the mortgage.” 

“Couldn’t we get married and live in 
furnished rooms until we’d saved 
enough?” 

He shook his head. “I'd have to buy 
groceries and there might be a baby. My 
folks aren’t charging me any board at 
home so | can save more. They like you, 
Julie.” 

‘| don’t suppose your father would let 
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us have a house without a down pay- 
ment, would he?” 

“I wouldn’t ask him,” he said firmly. 
“After all, he builds these houses and 
when he sells them he uses the money to 
buy more building materials. Besides, 
he’s almost sixty and he has to have 
enough ahead so he and Mom can live 
in case either of them become disabled. 
Anyway, we can swing our own deals, 
Julie. I like to stand on my own feet.” 

I couldn’t budge him and the waiting 
was getting me down. I was sick of stay- 
ing home every night. I’d always been 
popular and all at once I felt like a rag 
doll discarded on a shelf. It was then I 
thought of something. I knew my dad 
had a few thousand saved up. If I asked 
him, he’d loan us enough to make the 
down payment and we could pay him 
back so much a month. So I did ask Dad 
and as usual, he and Mom looked at each 
other and finally said, “Well, baby, we 
were saving for the retirement age but 
since Rick is such a hustler, I guess he’ll 
be able to pay it back by the time we 
need it. Sure, honey, tell Rick he can 
have three thousand—without interest.” 

I was almost bursting to tell Rick that 
night. He had promised me faithfully 
that we'd go out for dinner somewhere 
and maybe a movie. I was all dressed 
and waiting when the phone rang. I 
answered it fearfully. If Rick was on the 
phone and if he said he had to work— 

“Hello,” I said faintly. 

“Darling,” Rick answered. “I’ve got a 
chance to work tonight. I—” 

“Oh, go ahead and work,” I broke in, 
fiercely. “See if I care. I can always 
find someone who doesn’t put a few dol- 
lars ahead of me. I’m sick of staying 
here like a wall flower—” 

“I know, honey,” he interrupted, gent- 
ly. “But I love you. I want to get mar- 
ried. I'll see you Sunday, sweetheart. 
Please don’t be mad at me. . . ?” 

“T’'ll see you Sunday,” | told him. “If 
you can spare the time, I have some 
news for you. I was going to tell you 
tonight—” 

“Tell me now,” he said. “What kind 
of news, Julie?” 

“It can wait until Sunday,” I told him, 
stubbornly. “If you can keep your eyes 
open long enough to listen.” I banged 
down the phone angrily. 

Instantly, I (Continued on Page 57) 


I was sick and tired 
of sitting up night 
after night, waiting 
for Rick to come over 
and then watching him 
fall asleep. He was 


taking me for granted 


like a worn old shoe 
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Bill wasn’t a 
school kid, he was a 
sophisticated man of the world. 
Ecctimes I had the uneasy feel- 


ing he was playing with me 


like a cat with a mouse 


- 
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I wanted to get Mom and Dad back 


together, but I didn’t count on any- 
one like Bill showing up—that’s why 
my carefully made plan backfired 


TEMPTED 


TROUBLE 


W HEN MOM DIVORCED Dad I thought the world had come 
to an end. I loved Mom, but I loved Dad, too, and I just 
couldn’t believe they’d stopped loving each other. I was willing to 
do anything—but anything—to bring them back together again. 
A kid of sixteen needs both a mother and a father the worst way. 
Dad was a big, easy-going man who'd been captain of the foot- 
ball team at school. Mom was little and cute and fond of fun. I 
never did get the low-down on what broke up their marriage. Sure, 
they had quarrels every now and then. What married folks don’t? 
I guess it all started when Mom wanted to go out and have a good 
time every evening, while Dad preferred to stay home and read or 
watch TV. Then after an extra big fight Mom went out and got a 
job in an office against Dad’s wishes. He thought she should stay 
home and take care of me. 

I’d been asleep in the room next to theirs when their raised voices 
awoke me. “You don’t want a wife—you want a slave,” I heard 
Mom cry. “But I’ll have you know I’m not going to sit twiddling 
my thumbs all evening while you snooze over a book. Now that 
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Carol’s in high school she isn’t a baby 
any more. She can take care of herself.” 

Then there was the deep rumble of 
Dad’s voice, but I couldn’t make out 
what he said. I stuffed my fingers in my 
ears to keep from hearing any more. But 
it seemed like hours before I was able 
to fall asleep again. 

It was about a year later that Mom 
sued for divorce. Dad didn’t contest it, 
though I could tell he was heartbroken. 
He let her have it on grounds of incom- 
patibility, whatever that is. Mom was 
given custody of me, and Dad could visit 
me. | guess he felt just as unhappy as I 
did, visiting his only child in what used 
to be his home. I could see he was all 
broken up, and that made me more de- 
termined than ever to find some way of 
helping him. It would be tough going. 
for they were both proud and stubborn. 

Know what I did first? I went to the 
library and read up all the books I could 
find on marriage problems. About the 
only course they all agreed on was that 
the parties concerned should consult a 
marriage counsellor. But just try to per- 
suade either of them to do that! I’d have 
been put in my place, but good. So that 
was out. 

| got to brooding over it the nights 
Mom was out, which was two or three 
times a week. She never said where she 
was going, but I knew it must be some 
place special because she was all dolled 
up. “I don’t know just what time I'll be 
back, Carol,” she’d say. “But go to bed 
when you finish your homework, and 
don’t forget to lock the door.” 

And as for my home life—well, Mom 
usually left for work before | finished 
eating breakfast, which meant that I had 
to wash the dishes and make the beds 
before | went to school. I ate lunch in 
the school cafeteria, and after school I 
had to hurry home to get dinner started 
before Mom came back from work all 
tired out. Then I washed the dinner 
dishes while she lay down and relaxed. 
An hour later she’d come out of her 
room, looking refreshed and years 
younger than her age, with the usual 
“Go to bed as soon as you finish your 
homework, Carol.” 

[t made me mad enough to chew nails. 
Here, | had to sit yawning over my 
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homework while she was out having a 
good time. “Why can’t I go to a show 
once in a while, Mom?” I asked peev- 
ishly. “It’s pretty darned boring to sit 
here alone most every night.” 

She frowned slightly. “You know I 
don’t like you to go out alone after dark, 
Carol. But you and I’ll go to a show to- 
gether some night soon.” Then she added 
with a sort of embarrassed smile, “May- 
be you won’t be alone evenings much 
longer, honey.” She dropped a hasty kiss 
on my cheek and hurried off, leaving me 
to puzzle about what she meant. 


VERY DAY after that, I waited 
breathlessly for Mom to tell me the 
news I wanted to hear. But, of course, it 
wasn’t my place to bring up the subject. 
I couldn’t help wondering why Dad 
didn’t meet her at home instead of at 
some dance hall or night club. But may- 
be it had something to do with her 
divorce which wouldn’t become final un- 
til June. I’d just have to wait with all the 
patience I could muster. 

Mom always caught the bus when she 
left, but I knew someone drove her home. 
I could hear a car stop at the curb, and 
a few minutes later she would slip into 
the house. Sometimes I’d get up and peek 
out the window to see if it was Dad’s car, 
but I couldn’t distinguish it in the dark. 
I simply ached to ask Mom about it, but 
I didn’t dare take a chance on fouling 
things up. 

June arrived — the last month of the 
school year, and maybe the beginning of 
a new life for Mom and Dad and me. | 
could hardly wait to see them married 
again, and it wasn’t just from selfish mo- 
tives. | loved them both and wanted to 
see them happy together once more. 

My mind was so occupied with final 
exams and all the things we were sup- 
posed to take part in at the end of the 
semester that I sort of forgot to worry 
about Mom and Dad for a while. I did 
notice that Mom seemed oddly nervous, 
as if she had something on her mind. | 
guessed it had something to do with the 
final divorce decree which was due any 
day now. 

How right I was — how tragically, 
heart-breakingly right I was! 

Assoonas (Continued on Page 69) 


Jealousy of my own 
mother tormented me 
and I felt a sense of — 
frustration. I guess I 
wasn’t as smart as I 


had thought I was... 





{t first when Mom and Dad 
wgued it didnt seem serious. 
but it kept getting worse and 
corse. and when Wom sued 


tor divorce | decided to do 


something about it 
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i“T think it’s disgusting. If it were one 
i of my friends’ mothers, I’d be just 
sick. But—my own mother . . .” 
| I turned away from the words, sick 
)atheart. This was my daughter, my Pat 
= whom I’d reared practically singlehand- 
) ed for the last ten years—since Jim had 
"died and left me with a small pension 
Vand an even smaller insurance compen- 
“sation. This was my own daughter who 
found me disgusting. My mind raced 
back over the years, to the time before 
|/Jim died, then to the shocked, numb 
period right after his death, and finally 
a to the long years of sacrifice afterwards, 
__ years when I’d given up so much for 
> Pat—dates and friendships—because I’d 
» wanted her life to be as normal as possi- 
© ble, as like her girl friends’ as possible. 
I didn’t want Pat’s mother to be going 
out at night and introducing strange 
men when her friends’ mothers were at 
home evenings. And Pat was at an age 
where she needed a mother, and | 
wanted to be there when she needed me. 
Then too, I’d be so tired after a nine- 
hour day on my feet as a salesgirl in 
Bennett’s department store, after rush- 
ing home to cook supper and wash dish- 
es, that I wouldn’t feel like doing any- 
thing afterwards. 

Then Pat was nineteen, engaged, and 
making plans for her marriage, and it 
had suddenly occurred to me that | 
would be alone pretty soon. And when 
that occurred, I was frightened. I’d 


made Pat my whole life, and now that 
she was leaving I would be completely 
alone. And just at that time—when I 
was feeling sad and sorry for myself, 
and a little panicky—I met Marty and 
everything was right again. 

Marty had strolled into Bennett’s on 
a day when I| was feeling particularly 
low. Pat had come home the night be- 
fore, stars in her eyes, and announced 
that Steve had been offered a job in the 
Los Angeles office of his firm and since 
there was a raise and some advancement 
he had accepted. They'd be moving 
right after they were married. Los An- 
geles! I’d be lucky if I saw Pat once a 
year. I’d been gloomily rearranging the 
cosmetics on my counter, putting things 
first one way and then another, when I 
looked up and saw him watching me. 

“Nothing can be that bad—there’s a 
law against it,” he’d said, grinning 
cheerfully. He was tall and handsome, 
with dark eyes and a smooth tan skin. 
and I couldn’t help grinning back. 

“There might be a law,” I said, “but 
I bet it isn’t enforced. What can I do 
for you?” 

“You could let me take you out to din- 
ner tonight.” The grin was gone now. 

“Oh, I don’t—” 

“I’m basically honest, have a steady 
job, don’t drink—to excess—don’t gam- 
ble, and I’m in bed every night by 10— 
practically. If it'll make you feel any 
better, I’ll buy some lipstick.” 


I had spent 10 lonely years doing what I had 
considered to be my duty. Now, at 40, I de- 


served a little happiness of my own—on 


whatever terms I had to take it 


“No, that’s okay,” I said laughing. | 
had thought it over and decided maybe 
this was just what I needed. I'd spent 
so much of my life with Pat my only 
interest, and now Pat was leaving. | 
had a right to some romance. 

“T get off at 5:30,” I said. 

“Tll be waiting at the main door,” 
and he was gone. 

The rest of the day seemed to fly, and 
at 5:25 I was nervously putting on lip- 
stick and combing my hair. This would 
be my first date in over 20 years, since 
Jim had quietly swept me off my feet, 
and made me unaware of all other men. 
When the bell sounded at 5:30, I 
grabbed my pocketbook and joined the 
stream of girls headed toward the door. 
I was afraid he wouldn’t be there wait- 
ing, and I’d have to go home to Pat and 
hear her making plans for when she 
would leave me. I slowed down. If he 
wasn’t there I didn’t want to know any 
sooner than possible. And there was no 
reason, really, why he should be there. 

But he was, and now that I saw him 
I became aware that my heart was beat- 
ting wildly. Ridiculous, I said to myself, 
just because the man is tall and hand- 
some, and has asked you out to dinner, 
when you needed someone to ask you, 
that’s no reason to go overboard. And 
now that I took a second look at him, I 
could see that he was much younger 
than me. Well, I’m only going to dinner 
with him, 1 thought. 
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Vaybe everything that 
itt had said about 


Marty was true. But it 


idn’t change the way 
I felt about him 


li,” Marty greeted me. “I was be- 
ng to wonder if you got lost.” 
er dinner I found myself telling 
ill my problems, of how I’d made 
1y whole life and now she was leav- 
ie. I also found out that he was 32, 
never married, lived with his 
er, and worked as a real estate sales- 
[ found out some other things, too, 
was more lonely than I had 
ght; that I enjoyed his attentions; 
I worried as the waiter took the 
and we got up to leave—worried 
would not see him again. 
was the kind of man a woman 
ild feel comfortable with. And when 
| closed the door after saying good- 
and peeked through the curtains 
yatch him drive away, I found myself 
lering what it would be like to find 
waiting at the store again tomorrow. 
next day after work I hurried 
‘ling myself I was foolish, but not 
» stop the small glimmer of hope. 
as waiting there, leaning against 
ite glass of the store window, and 
just as if my life before him was 
» importance, that it just hadn’t 
a. 
hrugged as I stood there smiling 


Vhat can I do?” he said, tilting his 
» one side. “The fates have or- 
it. I’m just their pawn. Well, 
im -why fight fate?” 
excellent attitude,” I rejoined. 

Where will we go?” he asked, then 
‘or does it matter?” 

1 I knew it didn’t matter at all. 


Nothing seemed to matter except that | 
was with Marty, and there was some- 
thing that was just right about it. I 
hadn’t felt this way about anyone in so 
long that now I could only sit and feel 
it, and enjoy it. I hadn’t felt like a 
woman—a desirable woman—for so 
many years that I had almost succeeded 
in convincing myself I had no such feel- 
ings. But now, as I felt Marty’s eyes on 
me, as I saw his hand reaching out to 
enclose mine, my whole being responded 
to him, and I knew that feelings like 
mine could never be completely buried. 
And I also knew I wouldn’t want them 
buried, that they were good, and that | 
had been missing something very impor- 
tant from my life, and that that time lost 


could never be made up. 

We drove around for a while, neither 
one of us saying anything, then stopped 
off for dinner at a small, intimate restau- 
rant where all the tables had candles and 
the waiters buzzed around and made 
sure everything was just exactly right. 

“T know that there’s a problem in our 
ages,” Marty said over the coffee, “but 
it really doesn’t seem that important. It 
doesn’t make any difference to me.” 

“Nor me,” I said, and at the moment 
it didn’t. Oh, sure, he was younger than 
I was—twelve years—and he looked 
even younger than that, but, I told my- 
self, he’s so right for me that twelve years 
doesn’t mean a thing. 


We left the restaurant and Marty 





Lnow theres a problem in our 


~ Marty said over coffee. 


eally doesnt seem to be 


ortant. It doesnt make 


drove me home—to the big house that 
Jim and I had struggled to pay for and 
that had been paid for after Jim’s death 
out of his insurance. It was all paid for 
now, and it always made me feel safe 
somehow to come home to it and know it 
was completely mine. When I told Marty 
about it, he said, “That sounds nice. But 
how many rooms is it?” 

“Six,” I said. 

“Isn’t that awfully big for just two 
people? It’s going to be even bigger 
after Pat’s gone. You know what I would 
do, if I were you. I’d sell it and get an 
apartment.” 

“An apartment,” I echoed, surprised. 
It hadn’t occurred to me to sell the house. 
I'd never even thought that maybe with 


“But 


real difference at all to me” 
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any 


Pat gone it would be too big for just me. 
The house had been something special 
with Jim and me, at first just a vague 
dream, something that we would have 
one day in the future. But then when Pat 
had come, we didn’t want her to grow up 
in the small apartment on one of the 
main streets in town. We'd wanted a 
home for her, on a quiet street, where 
she could have a big yard to play in. And 
so we'd begun looking around, hardly 
daring to admit to ourselves that we 
might buy one of the beautiful and ex- 
pensive homes that we were shown. I 
had had to quit my job when I discov- 
ered that I was pregnant, and Jim wasn’t 
making much as a young accountant, 
but we were determined to buy if we 


saw something that was just right for us. 
I don’t think either one of us ever ex- 
pected to see that “just right” house. But 
one day, after looking at two others that 
we didn’t like, there it was, and so we 
bought it. We both sacrificed a great deal 
to buy that house, but we didn’t regret it 
for a minute. It was our home, and it 
was worth any sacrifice. 

And so now when Marty suggested 
selling it, I knew I had to think about it. 
It was true that it was too big for one 
person, but it stood for so much, I knew 
I would have difficulty giving it up. 

“If you decide to sell, I can handle the 
whole thing for you,” Marty was saying. 
“There are always plenty of small apart- 
ments turning up every day, so that 
would be no problem. And I could prob- 
ably get you a pretty good price for the 
house, too.” 

I promised to give it some thought. 

That evening as he dropped me off at 
the house, Marty left but with the prom- 
ise that he would be back. Tomorrow 
was Saturday and he would be over in 
the evening—to watch television or play 
records, but mainly to meet Pat. | 
wanted Pat to know the man who had 
become so important in my life before 
she left, who might even become her 
stepfather. But, I told myself, that was 
too far away. Before he left, Marty and 
I sat for a while on the front porch. It 
was a warm evening and we didn’t talk 
much, just sat there listening to the one 
cricket that returned every summer and 
enjoying the evening and each other. 
When he did leave, it was with the prom- 
ise that he would return tomorrow.” 

“Wild horses couldn’t keep me away,” 
he’d said, smiling gently. 

The next day I worried and fretted 
practically all day. I changed a lamp 
and table, then decided they looked bet- 
ter where they were. At the last minute 
I discovered that we were all out of cof- 
fee and went rushing out to find a store 
that was still open. Pat watched me, 
puzzled and slightly amused. I had told 
her that a friend of mine was coming 
over that evening, a man I’d just recent- 
ly met who had become important to me. 
I didn’t tell her that knowing him for 
only two days, I was ready to marry him, 
or that he was twelve years younger 
than I. I didn’t want her first meeting 
with Marty to be colored by anything 
more than his importance to me. 

That evening waiting for Marty | 
found myself (Continued on Page 72) 
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How He 


Y HUSBAND, Monte Kay, is a shy, 
sensitive, extremely honest, and 
completely lovable man. But I didn’t 
always think so. In fact, the first time 
we met I took a rather emphatic dislike 
to him. Actually, the trouble had nothing 
to do with Monte’s personality; he is by 
nature sweet, generous, and understand- 
ing. The cause of the difficulty lay in 
the circumstances of our first meeting. 
We met in New York back in 1954 
when Monte was casting director for 
House Of Flowers, that wonderful musi- 
cal with the great Harold Arlen score 
and which starred Pearl Bailey. I was 
finally selected to do the role of Ottlie, 





the ingénue, but it happened over Mon- 
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te’s objections. You see, Monte felt that 
the part was too big and important to 
entrust to an unknown like myself. | 
auditioned for Monte and he admitted | 
could sing all right—but Monte wanted 
a name performer for the role and I just 
wasn’t well known at the time. 

Despite that, I was finally signed to do 
Ottlie. Of course, I was divinely happy 
about getting the part, but I had devel- 
oped a strange resentment to Monte Kay 
because he didn’t want me to do it. Still 
I plunged into the hard work of prepar- 
ing for the show and practically removed 
Monte from my mind. 

Monte came back into my life sud- 
denly and without warning one night 
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backstage at the Erlanger Theater in 
Philadelphia where House Of Flowers 
was playing a try-out run. We came face 
to face and he smiled. “Hello—and con- 
gratulations,” he said. I didn’t smile. 
“I’ve seen your kisser some place be- 
fore,” I snorted and walked away. Monte 
followed me. He was a quietly persistent 
man. There was something he wanted to 
say to me, something he had to explain. 
“Won’t you have dinner with me?” was 
the way he started things. | accepted 
after a little hesitation. 

That night over drinks and a leisurely 
dinner we talked and started to learn 
about each other. My feeling about 
Monte changed so swiftly that I was sur- 
prised. Earnestly and without any glib- 
ness he told me why he had opposed my 


doing the role of Ottlie in the show. 


He said it was a purely professional 
thing and not personal. Then he told 
me how much he admired my singing 
and acting. He was so warm and sincere 
and completely honest that all my de- 
fenses collapsed and the next thing | 
knew I was beginning to feel that I could 


‘like the guy. 


Monte returned to New York that 
night. The following day he called me 
on the telephone, and said he wanted to 
meet me again. We had dinner the fol- 
lowing night after the show. Without a 
word of warning or the slightest hint 
of preparation Monte proposed to me 
right there at the dinner table. Monte 
was so serious and sweet. “You are like 
no other woman I have ever known,” he 
told me tenderly. “You are a rare com- 
bination of intelligence, sensitivity, 
beauty, and femininity. I’ve never pro- 
posed to a woman before. So here goes. 
Will you marry me?” 

I was speechless but awfully im- 
pressed. I suppose I made my decision 
immediately but I didn’t announce it 
then. It happened all too fast. We were 
both attracted to each other and the total 
effect was powerful and instantaneous. 
I felt flustered and warm all over. 

“T think we should think it over,” | 
mumbled. “I think I want to marry you, 
but not right away.” We agreed that 
we'd meet each other’s families and wait 
a year to be sure. 

We waited a year before getting mar- 
ried February 26, 1956 in Mount Ver- 
non, New York. The Reverend Adam 
Clayton Powell officiated at the wedding 


ceremony. 


THE END 











RECAPTURE THE SKIN BEAUTY YOU WERE BORN WITH! 


a SKIN LOVELINESS 


WST 10-DAYS iNOWEY BACK 


Be-Gong Formula WORKS WHILE YOU SLEEP to 
lighten Brighton-Time Darkened Skin NATURALLY 


Your skin was lovely the day you were 
born. Has sun, wind, externally caused 
irritations and time caused your skin to 
darken, become blotchy, bumpy, rough, 
do coarse areas appear? Guard the at- 
tractive youthful look. It can add so much 
to your self-confidence. New life for your 
skin may often mean a new life for you. 
Give your skin a chance. Try Be-Gone 
Bleach Cream. 
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Science has uncovered a way to help 
speed the notural peeling of the skin 
which leads to a baby fresh-like bright- 
ness and thrilling lightness to your skin. 
This HYDROPHILIC FORMULA actu- 
ally softens, smoothes, tightens skin pores. 
helps prevent externally caused irritations. 
bumps, and best of all lightens skin tones 
gloriously. Try Be-Gone Bleach Cream 
and if you are not convinced that your 
skin is lighter looking, healthier, more 
resilient and alive than ever, send back 
the unused portion and your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. You can't lose. 
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yeu send cash, check er money order, you save postal charges. 
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‘OY MPHOUNY 


FASHIONS’ 


See EBONY’s most glamourous models 
featuring the very latest creations of 
American and European designs. 


CHECK LIST FOR APPEARANCE IN YOUR CITY. 


CITY 
Youngstown, Ohio 
Erie, Pa. 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
Albany, N, Y. 
Boston, Mass. 

New Haven, Conn. 
Newark, N. J. 

New York City 
Trenton, New Jersey 
Baltimore, Md. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


=! Newport News, Va. 


Pg Ses 
5 nchburg, Va. 


Washington, D. C. 


DJrham, N. C. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
Charlotte, N. C. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Macon, Ga. 
Tuskegee, Ala. 
Jackson, Miss. 

New Orleans, La. 
Houston, Texas 

San Antonio, Texas 
Dalias, Texas 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Tulsa, Okla. 

Little Rock, Ark. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Gary, Ind. 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
Rockford, Ill. 
Springfield, Ill. 
Des Moines, lowa 
Omaha, Neb. 
Kansas City, Kansas 
Denver, Colo. 


Seattie, Wash. 


San Frangisto, Calif. 
Fresno Calif. 

San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


DATE 
Sept. 
Sept 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Nov. 
Nov. 


PLACE OF SHOW 
Stambaugh Auditorium 
Memorial Technical & Jr. High School 
Kleinhans Music Hall 
Philip Livingston High School 
The Meadows—Framingham, Mass. 
elliott altel Mtaslorey| 
Mosque Theatre 
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel 
Wear Memorial Building 
Murphy Fine Arts Center 
Town Halli 
Huntington High School 
Willard Hotel 
E. C. Glass Auditorium 
Hillside High School 
Whitaker Gymnasium 
Park Center 
Howard High School 
Morehouse Gymnasium 
Municipal City Auditorium 
Logan Hall-Tuskegee Institute 
Masonic Temple 
Booker T. Washington High School 
Texas Southern University Auditorium 
Municipal Auditorium 
Memorial Auditorium 
Bryant Center 
Municipal Theatre¥ 
Robinson Municipal Auditorium 
Bruce Hall-LeMoyne College 
War Memorial Auditorium 
Withrow High School Auditorium 
Ford Auditorium 
Pennsylvania Street Armory 
Conrad Hilton Hotel 
Roosevelt High School 
Garfield Theatre 
Shrine Temple 
Springfield High School 
Hoyt Sherman Piace 
Omaha Civic Auditorium 
Kansas National Guord Armory 
East High Auditorium 
Moore Theatre 
Neighbors of Woodcraft Hall 
Sacramento Memorial Auditorium 
Masonic Temple 
Fresno High School 
Palm Room-U.S. Grant Hotel 
Hollywood Palladium 








THE MANY MOODS OF 


Macatons 


You can serve it in any style—from wagon 


wheels to ribbons—and it’s still good 


Macaroni, or to use its Italian name, “pasta,” 
is a food product of flour and water, covering 
a wide range of names, sizes and shapes. Most 
housewives are familiar with macaroni in its 
common shape, but many delicious dishes can 
be created by using the unusual shapes and 
sizes of macaroni. For those who enjoy ex- 
ploring new foods, we suggest you try our 
macaroni recipes—they’re different. 











It’s no trick at all to perk up family in- 
terest at meal time when mouth-watering 
macaroni dishes appear on the table. 
Versatile macaroni teams up well with 
seafoods, vegetables, meats, cheese and 
poultry, and is a good source of protein, 
so necessary to a well-balanced diet. 
With a little imagination, you can create 
macaroni dishes that are unusual, which 
family and friends will enjoy. Economi- 
cal in itself, macaroni can save money by 
“stretching” foods that are expensive, 
and it may be used in salads, soups, cas- 
seroles and sauce-type dishes. Since 
macaroni belongs to the bread-cereals 
food group, which is important because 
of nutritional values, let it work menu 
magic for you at meal time throughout 
the entire year. 


Cheese-Filled Ravioli 


Quick frozen, cheese-filled ravioli is delicious 
and takes only minutes to prepare. Served 
with a rich tomato sauce, it is nutritious and 
sure to become a popular family favorite. 


Ranch Platter 
Boiled “Wagon Wheels” and a mushroom- 
tomato-meat combination sauce make an 
easy-to-prepare western style dish. Paper 
cowboys and Indians add party touch. 





Raviol-ettes With Parsley 
Raviol-ettes laced with drawn butter or a 
light Italian tomato sauce, and sprinkled 
with parsley, makes a satisfying, well-bal- 
anced meal. Serve with salad, fresh fruit. 


Linguine Dinner 
A typical Italian dinner features linguine (small macaroni rib- 


bons) and a delicious white clam sauce. It is served with a sim- 
ple vegetable salad, fresh fruit and imported candied chestnuts. 


Macaroni Salad 


Elbow macaroni, combined with chopped vegetables, season- 
ings, vinegar and salad dressing makes a wholesome salad. 
Colorful as well as delicious, it is an excellent accompaniment 


for fish or fowl, and fills the bill for a salad that is different. 


Raviol-ettes With Consomme 
For a light but nourishing lunch or late snack, Raviol-ettes in 
a bowl of chicken broth or consomme is a natural. Served with 
a salad and fresh fruit, it is a well-balanced meal, and for 
calorie-conscious weight-watchers the count is very low. 
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may personally WIN A CASH FORTUNE OF $75,000.00. That’s right, as much as $75,000.00 2nd PRIZE. $17 000.00 





















































s what YOU may win in this fabulous Hammond Atlas “Everybody Wins” TREASURE ISLAND 
GAME! Stop and think what you could do with an amount of cash, so large, that only a select few ( 3rd — ne hor 
people ever accumulate it in a lifetime! Now that “House of your Dreams” could be within reach .. . 4th PRIZE ............ $5 000.00 fal 
Education for your children assured ... a magnificent World Tour . .. the Pleasure Boat you've always 5th PRIZE.............$3,000.00 an 
urned for . . . Capital to start a business of your own ...a thousand and one hopes and dreams could 6th PRIZE $1,500.00 
ome true. This may be the Big Chance you've been hoping for! th PRIZE.............$1,000.00 she 
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Child Care: 





Home Accidents 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


E ALL KNOW that more accidents 

occur in the home than in any 
one place, but what we don’t seem to 
realize is that most of these accidents 
can be prevented by care and simple 
precaution. We have become very con- 
scious of protecting our children from 
disease through immunization and in- 
oculation, but accidents are still the 
leading cause of death in childhood. 

The principal kinds of accident in the 
home are: cuts, burns, poisoning and 
falls. Knives, scissors, razors, icepicks 
and other sharp and pointed objects 
should be put away in drawers when not 
in use. Children should be taught not to 
walk around with scissors in their hands 
and never to run with them. A small 
child should not be allowed to play with 
scissors unless he is sitting down, pref- 
erably with an adult nearby. Even then, 
the scissors should not be the sharp, 
pointed kind, but should have rounded 
edges. 

Matches also have a deadly attraction 
for children, who should not be permit- 
ted to play with them under any circum- 
stances. They should, however, be taught 
their proper use at a reasonably early 
age, and should be made to understand 
that fire is no plaything. 

Buckets, pans or tubs of scalding wa- 
ter should never be left on the floor 
where a small child can stumble into 
them. Saucepans should be kept with 
their handles to the back of the stove. 

As early as possible a child should be 
taught not to put objects such as coins, 
buttons, nuts or small toys into their 
ears, mouth or nose. 

Some risk is unavoidable in everyday 
life and a child should not be over pro- 
tected, but it is common sense to guard 
him until he has developed enough 
awareness of his own to be responsible 
for his own safety. 

An over-cautious parent tends to in- 
still anxiety in a child that is not alto- 
gether wholesome, but a sane balance 
will do much toward insuring a child- 
hood that is healthy as well as safe. 
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*] Defense 


Many worthy causes are bidding for 
your help. You may not wish to give to all. But 
can you afford not to fight the heart diseases? 


The #1 enemy accounts for more deaths than 
all other causes combined. 


So, put first things first. Help your Heart Fund. 
Your Heart Fund dollars already have speeded 
great advances in treatment, prevention and 
rehabilitation. Hope is bright for greater vic- 
tories to come. That is why your Heart Fund is 
your #1 defense. Give generously now. 


HEART DISEASE o HEART FUND 
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Longer hair may now be yours 


... nere 1s your 
™Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 


Raveen 


beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EEN ~ ies: sen 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and | 5c for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you ef ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers—i your wholesaler hos not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee —you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the nome and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. ¢ 624 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 5, lll. 





shirt 


slim 


skirt. 


Jac ket, 


$4.98 : 


shirt, 


$2.98; 


skirt, 





| four-button tweed jacket with solid collar, worn with matching slim 
lacket, $4.98; skirt. $5.98. Right. a three piece outfit of cardigan, 
and 


$5.98. 





Checked pullover has three-quarter sleeves and a 
hood, and is teamed yeth matching slacks. Pullover. 
$5.98 ; slacks, $7.98, -Atozy outfit for cool fall days 





NITS ARE \EWS for fall. Never before has 
the knit costume played as prominent a role 

in the fashion world as it is now doing. From 
luscious wool knits, boucles and elegant ribbon 


knits down to the smart, economical. coordinated 
cotton knits such as TAN is exhibiting. these out- 
fits are being shown for all-occasion daytime 


wearing. including after-five and the very new 
and sophisticated evening knit-. For the woman 
who travels constantly and faces the problem of 
wrinkled clothes, Knits are the solution. Tan's 
cotton knits are by Smartee: Hats by Lena 


Rackley: Bags by Abe Silver. 
















e solid color cardigan 
i in contrasting color. It 
mfortable long - sleeves 
tr patch pockets. The 

h-fitting slim skirt com- 
a perfect daytime outfit. 

$5.98; skirt, $5.98. 


wee-piece outfit features 

sleeveless pullover, 
; @ tunic over a solid 
ng-sleeve pullover with 
rtle neck. Skirt is slim. 
pullover, $4.98; solid 
$3.98; skirt, $5.98. 





HIS FALL you will walk in knits, sit 
in knits and even go to parties in 
knits—so says the fashion industry. The 
wearing of knits is an art in itself and 
introduces a whole new fashion idea. 
One of the most noticeable features of 
this season’s knit clothes is the use of 
color. No longer is this type of clothing 
restricted to black, navy and brown, for 
now color and color-combinations are 
top news. From black, plum, grey, brown 
and beige, on through the green, purple- 
orchid, blue and gold tones, knits have 
taken on a completely new look. The 
costumes which TAN shows are all cotton 
knits and easy to care for because they 
are washable. Chemically treated, they 
are shrink-proof, stain resistant and will 
show no wrinkles or creases. Jackets, 
tops, skirts and slacks are available in 
sizes 8-16, and they are economically 
priced so that even on a limited budget, 
most women can afford several of these 
practical outfits. 













































Very smart and fashionable 
are these striped coordinates. 
The jacket has a round neck- 
line, front buttons and is piped 
in contrasting color. W orn with 
a matching slim skirt, jacket 
is $4.98, the skirt, $5.98. - 


Easy to wear and perfect for 
career girls as well as college 
coeds, this tweed twosome will 
also travel without a wrinkle. 
Jacket, $4.98 ; slim skirt, $5.98. 
Skirt may also be worn with 
a coordinating solid color top. 
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ew GENIUS HITS THE ROAD/Ray Charles (ABC-Paramount) : Coming hot on 

the heels of the magnificent album The Genius Of Ray Charles, this new one is a 
most remarkable production. It is characterized by some beautiful Ralph Burns ar- 
rangements, some incomparable singing, some atrocious material and a lot of hokum. 

The real problem is, for Ray Charles to sing longingly of Mississippi Mud, the 
Chattanooga Choo-Choo, being Alabamy Bound and Deep In The Heart Of Texas, 
is as incongruous as having U. S. presidential aspirants Richard Nixon and John 
Kennedy throw a birthday party for Nikita Khrushchev. Charles, moreso than any 
other living artist, is identified with the soul of the Negro masses. But not when he 
is singing Moon Over Miami. 

In addition, the quality of the material somehow does not seem worthy of the 
Charles genius. Proof of this latter criticism lies in the fact that Charles takes two 
very Southern songs and makes his rendition of them alone worth the price of the 
album. Georgia On My Mind, ironically enough, is a beautifully arranged, conducted 
and performed piece of music. Charles also performs Carry Me Back To Old Vir- 
ginny, backed by the Raelettes chorus, with a church hymnal flavor that makes it 
highly listenable. His leadoff tune on Side 2, California Here I Come, is rather good 
and a couple of other tunes in the package are not bad. But the rest of it requires 
patience, loyalty to the genius that is truly Ray Charles’, and a good, stiff drink. 


STRETCHING OUT/The Ramsey Lewis Trio (Argo): The liner notes on the 
back of this album jacket say that the music contained therein should be listened to 
and not read about. It is indeed a highly listenable album. 

The personnel: Ramsey Lewis, piano; Eldee Young, bass; Red Holt, drums. 

The songs: Little Liza Jane, This 1s My Night To Dream, Scarlet Ribbons, Here 
Tis, My Ship, Put Your Little Foot Right Out, Solo Para Ti, These Foolish Things, 
When The Spirit Moves You and A Portrait Of Jenny. 





LUCKY LUCY? 
— 





No! No rabbit's foot for her. 
She knows many cancers can 
be cured if found in time — so 
she gets a health checkup 
every year. She also knows 
contributions can help conquer 
cancer—so she gives generous- 
ly to the American Cancer Soci- 
ety. Send your gift to ‘‘Cancer,”” 
in care of your local post office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


iCUCKOO CLOCK! 














fe ee eB ae ee eee 


} 
‘ ' 
Seiten ney am Se 
$5 for Deluxe . No C.0.D.'s. I 
Sent PPD. Sold on Money Back § 
Georantee. 
Best Valves Co., Dept. ¢-115 ! 
St., Newark, I 





HEART FUND 


‘] Defense 















Re ger): lel eh. a i i 


veo ee ae ee wae 


arta Nt rr ena 
















HERE IT IS! 


JACK JILL. 


Greaseless Hair Dressing for Children 


Now...at last...those wonderful young- 
. sters of yours can always have their hair 
attractive looking and in place! No more 
greasy, sticky pomades. With new, 
greaseless JACK and JILL Hair Dressing, 
- you can control and comb down your 
eens hair, no matter how "wavy or 


ate d with JACK and JILL, the 
ic new discovery for children’s 





5 OZ. JAR 





You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 
or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


SUPREME 


624 S. Michigan Ave. + Chicago 5, Illinois 
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Wild Blood 


(Continued from Page 25) 


and pain of their loss was gone now, but 
the emptiness still stayed. Oh, Mother, if 
you were only here, you'd understand, 1 
didn’t cry though. There wasn’t any use, 
that way. 

Mother and Dad had died in a fire when : ; 
I was nine years old. I just hadn’t been 
able to accept it. I'd worshipped my father. 
I’m dark, and look more like him and Aunt 







Everyone knows Jan has that “special 
something.” For one thing, her com- 
plexion is knock-out ...so light and 








Ruth, who was his sister, than I did my 
mother. Aunt Ruth had been as much 
filled with despair when we learned of 
their death as I was. 

“No, no!” she’d screamed. 
no! What shall I do?” 

She had, however, very immediately and 
very sternly taken over. Always a shad- 
owy figure in the background at the old 
farm house, she now moved _ forward, 
making decisions, managing very well. I’d 
hoped that surely, now, we'd sell the farm 
and move into town. Although we have all 
the modern conveniences, and our farm is 
one of the many small but progressive 
farms in the great wheat belt, even at that 
young age I was tired of the country 
school and country ways, and would have 
given anything to be a “city gal.” Too, in 
some conversation dimly-remembered from 
childhood, I'd heard someone say that 
Aunt Ruth had been a school teacher, or 
something, once. So why couldn’t we—? 
But such was not her wish, and it was de- 
cided that she and Ben and I would carry 
on with the work on the farm. I had at- 
tended grade school at the little country 
school house and, with reluctance, my aunt 
had permitted me to attend high school in 
town only because there wasn’t a county 
“high” near enough. 

Ihad never been able to understand why 
she almost seemed to hate me sometimes, 
and why she was so mid-Victorian in her 
sternness. Little things that I was sure 
were part of the everyday living of most 
girls my age, would send Aunt Ruth into 
a flying rage. 

I remembered, with an ache in my heart, 
the time that Mal Dawson, who was in my 
class at school, had brought me home after 
a football game. Since it was an afternoon 
event, I had finally, after much planned 
arguments and persuasion, obtained Aunt 
Ruth’s permission to go. It was the first 
game of the season, and I[ was so thrilled 
and excited I was ready to burst. Mari- 
anne and Hilda Scott and I sat together in 
the stands, and soon were joined by some 
of their boy friends. 

It was a hard fought game, but our 
team finally won, and I’d cheered and sung 
myself hoarse, for the blue and gold. Mal 


“Oh. God. 


was a lineman on the team, and his bril- radiant your skin can be—with- Name 
liant defense had helped carve out the out risking a penny. Rush no- Address 

> . . is , V7 ) J . 
paths through which our backfield had risk coupon today City Zone State 
f h ° No C.O.D.'s outside continental U. S. 
ought on to victory. —— 











fair, really fabulous! But now—that’s 
one beauty secret we share! 





1, —There you go again! Why would anyone 
born with skin as lovely as yours go through 
this greasy cream ordeal? 

— Marge, how wrong can you be! It’s not 
greasy, it’s not an ordeal, and my skin is not 
naturally light! 


—Oh, sure. And I suppose your beautiful 
complexion comes right out of that little jar? 


aa # sis ms 


3. —Does it really work? 


—And how! Smooths out and softens rough, 
coarse areas...clears up blemishes and 
blackheads, too! Leaves skin lighter and 
dreamy creamy. 


—And it’s not greasy? 


















— Well, that’s about it... because the secret 
is in the jar! 


—Jan if you’re for real... tell me more! 


— Sure. This fabulous Bleach and Glow cream 
actually penetrates my skin to make it look 
shades lighter, clearer and smoother. It’s the 
special G-Plus action that does the trick— 
under the skin. 





—Nope. See—absolutely greaseless ! I can use 
it as a night cream, or as a make-up base 
when I’m going out. 

—Well your gorgeous skin is enough to 
sell me! Maybe Bleach and Glow can do 
as much for my complexion! 

—I/ know it will. It’s so easy to have lovelier 
skin—with Bleach and Glow ! 


and Glow 


CREAM 
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_ SRRASELess CREAM 
Contains 3.5% aAmMoniareo meRcURY 
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See how light, how lovely, how 


Bleach and Glow, Dept. BG-20-K 
P. O. Box 2026, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
Please rush Bleach and Glow on money-back guarantee. | understand that 
if | am not completely satisfied | may return the unused portion for a full 
refund of my purchase price. 
| enclose $1.00, which includes tax and handling charge. 

| Send C.O.D. | will pay postage and C.O.D. fees. 

IMPORTANT: You save money be sending full amount with order. 























\fter the game. Marianne, Hilda and I 
went to The Grill for sodas and hambur- 
gers. Later, when some of the players 
came in, everybody cheered and practical- 
ly mobbed them. I found myself near Mal 
Dawson, and congratulated him warmly 
on the game. 

“Thanks, Cassie.” he said, grinning. 
‘most people congratulate the guy who 
made the touchdown! We have got some 
swell fellows, and it’s a good team.” 

We talked casually for awhile. He was 
in most of my classes, and I knew him 
quite well. I was having so much fun I 
hated to leave. but soon it was almost time 
for me to go back to the farm. I’d checked 
the schedule. and I’d have to go now, in 
order to get home before Aunt Ruth’s cur- 
few. I told Marianne and the others good- 
bye. and was leaving, when I noticed Mal 
walking along beside me. 

“May I take you home?” he asked, as 
ve neared the door. 

“But. Mal,” I said, a little surprised. “I 
live all the way out on Route 20, near the 
Junction. That’s—” 

“That’s fine,” he interrupted, that same 
lazy grin daring me to refuse, “then I'll 
have a longer time to tell you about my- 
self—and yourself.” 

He took my arm and gently urged me 
ilong. I had a moment of fear and uncer- 
tainty. This wasn’t in.the book. Aunt Ruth 
had said be home before nine o’clock, and 
had checked with me on the bus schedule. 
However, she hadn’t said, “do not come 
home with anyone else.” And this was Mal 
Dawson, who was on the football team, and 
vho’d been in my classes a couple of years 
or so, and they’d won the football game 
today, too. 

“Come on, let’s go!” I said, happily. 

The ride home, we talked about school 
ind friends, and the game. Mal was quite 
shy. for all his big talk, and it seemed he 
had wanted for some time to ask me for 
i; date. At the farm, he parked just at the 
foot of the path leading up to the house. 
We talked for a few minutes, and then I 
told him it was late, and I must hurry in. 

[ turned to say a@ final “thanks for 

erything,” and I guess I just responded 
» the mood of the moment. You ordinarily 
didn’t kiss a boy the first date, but I knew 
that Mal was going to kiss me and, with a 
warm feeling toward him, I 
didn’t mind it at all. 

“G'nite,” he said softly, “and see you 
You’re sure I oughtn’t to go with 
you up to the house?” 

‘No, no,” I said quickly, “not now. Per- 
haps another time. G’nite.” And I was 
running up the hill toward the house. 
Breathlessly, I opened the door, looking 
round for Aunt Ruth, who always waited 


pleasantly 


later. 


ior me, 

Now, I heard a sound upstairs, then saw 
that it was my aunt, slowly descending the 
stairs, her arms crossed in front of her. 

“You little hussy, you,” she snarled, her 
eyes flashing angrily. “It’s a good thing 
we don’t live in town where there are 
22 


neighbors.” Now she was advancing upon 
me. grabbing my arm, her nails sinking 
deep into my flesh. 

“Don’t vou know how it cheapens you 
to park and—and carry on like that. or are 
you cheap already? Did you think I 
couldn’t see what was going on? And why 
didn’t vou come on the bus?” 

Terrified. but too stubborn to cry at this 
injustice. I tried to explain, with stum- 
bling words. and assured her that nothing 
had happened. and that there didn’t seem 
any harm in letting Mal bring me home. 

“There'll be no more football games for 
you, young lady.” she said, and meant it. 


QHE WAS EVEN WORSE the first time 
\'" I put on lipstick. I didn’t know what 
she wanted me to be—some kind of re- 
cluse, or other, I guess. Anyway, every- 
body’d been wearing lipstick for quite 
some time, and Marianne, one summer, 
had found a shade most utterly divine for 
my dark coloring. 

I was standing in front of the mirror in 
my room. practicing how to put it on prop- 
erly. Suddenly Aunt Ruth came up be- 
hind me and, jerking me around, tore the 
lipstick from my hand. 

“Where did you get that from?” she 
asked. her lips a thin line. 

Meekly I tried to explain, telling her 
that everybody was using it. 

“Well, you’re not.” she said harshly, 
“not while you’re still a child. You'll be 
grown up soon enough, heaven help us.” 

She turned and slammed out of the 
room. Me, a child, at fourteen? I wanted 
to scream, rebel, run away, do anything. 
But there wasn’t anything I could do, ex- 
cept shrivel up on the inside a little bit 
more. 

She didn’t even want me to receive a 
letter from a boy, and what in the world 
was the harm in that? Hilda Scott’s cou- 
sin, Peter Craig, who was older than most 
of us and an absolute dream, had been 
visiting for a short while last summer and. 
oh wonder of wonders, had seemed very 
interested in the “farm gal.” They even 
drove out one Sunday, and Ben and I 
showed them around the farm. 

But when he’d said he’d write. I really 
didn’t believe it. until the letter came! 
And Aunt Ruth opened it and read it be- 
fore I came home from school! I was so 
sick and hurt, I could have died. Didn’t I 
have any rights as a person? She didn’t 
even act like she was sorry, or had in- 
vaded my privacy, or anything, just glared 
at me. Of course, there was nothing really 
personal in the letter, because there’d been 
nothing personal between us, but Aunt 
Ruth jumped on one line, “I can’t wait 
until I come back next summer, and you're 
more grown up.” 

“What does he mean by that?” she ask- 
ed, looking as if she were going to pounce 
on me. I started to say, “Just what he 
says,” but I didn’t. 

“T don’t know,” I answered wearily. 

Aunt Ruth was suspicious of everything 


and everybody, although, wonder of won- 
ders, she did approve of my friendship 
with Marianne Crater, whose father was a 
minister. 

Thinking of Marianne, I shook off the 
feelings of gloom that Aunt Ruth had 
given me. and again with excitement re- 
membered the contest. I looked in the 
mirror. my eyes sparkling, and thanked 
a kind Providence for even features, flaw- 
less tan complexion. and a figure which at 
least a few persons had decided was more 
than just passable! I grinned back at my 
reflection in the mirror. Maybe I wasn’t a 
real contest winner, but some day, some 
way. I’d sure get away from this farm! 

Later that evening, when the chores were 
done and we were watching television, Ben 
found a chance to talk to me about the 
contest. as I knew he would. I was in the 
kitchen, pouring the usual glasses of but- 
termilk, when he pushed open the swing- 
ing door behind me. 

“Need any help.” he asked, which was 
awfully silly, because of course I didn’t. 

“No,” I said, rather shortly. 

Then I guess he decided he’d try an- 
other tack: “That was very nice, your win- 
ning the contest and all, I mean.” 

I did smile at that. “Thanks, Ben,” I 
said warmly. “I’m glad you don’t think 
I’m a ruined woman.” 

“You mustn’t worry too much about 
what your Aunt Ruth says,” Ben said 
earnestly. “She’s only thinking about your 
welfare. There are so many problems and 
pitfalls, so many things that could happen 
to a young girl—” 

“Ben Rivers!” I interrupted, exasper- 
ated. “Now you’re preaching to me, and 
you sound just as bad as Aunt Ruth!” 

“I’m sorry, Cassie.” he said quickly, his 
pleasant, almost homely features twisted 
in concern. “It’s just that—” 

This time he stopped in mid-sentence 
without my interrupting him. 

“Tt’s just what?” I asked impatiently. 

“Nothing.” he answered, grinning, “I 
guess I’ve sounded enough like a preacher 
for one evening. Come on, Miss Universe, 
let’s get back to the show.” 

I laughed, relieved at his change of 
mood. “You sure promoted me fast,” I 
said, as we went back to the living room. 

I always had had the feeling that Ben 
liked me—more than a little. But he had 
not ever said so or, except when it slipped, 
even showed that he did. And I, well, I 
liked him, too, of course. He was as much 
a fixture as Aunt Ruth and the cows and 
chickens. 


T WAS A COUPLE of days later that 

Marianne called me, all excited as us 
ual, to invite me to spend the day in town 
with her, her voice and manner hinting 
that all sorts of wonderful things were 
planned. Ben had already left for town 
in the pick-up truck that morning, but the 
lazy summer days had been so boring, and 
I was so eager to accept Marianne’s in- 
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how I thought Aunt Ruth must feel, and 
why I should do as she wished. 

When I finished, Marianne said, “Well, I 
never! Oh, you poor thing! Everybody 
in town we know thought it was just won- 
derful for you to win. I just can’t under- 
stand it.” 

“Me either,” I answered gloomily. 

“Of course,” she said, somewhat de- 
flated. “we can go to a movie this after- 
noon. The party’s okay, isn’t it?” 

“Yes!” I said firmly, not remembering 
any one of Aunt Ruth’s don’ts which said 
[ couldn’t go to a party at the Scotts’. 


"THAT EVENING, Marianne and I took 

much time on very sophisticated make- 
up, and selection of what we should wear. 
Marianne insisted I wear one of her more 
party type blouses with my peasant skirt, 
than the tailored blouse I’d worn into town, 
then she said, 

“You sure look pretty in that. If Bob 
leoks at you more than twice, I’m afraid 
I'll have to wring your neck.” 

I laughed, “I don’t think we’ll have to 
worry about that!” 

When we were ready, Marianne’s father 
drove us over to the Scott’s house. I no- 
ticed with a sigh that he did not give a 
long list of rules and do’s and don’ts, only 
saying, in that deep voice of his, “Have a 
good time, my daughters.” 

The Scott home was fabulous, as befit- 
ting one of the richest men in town. Hilda’s 
father was a lawyer who was famous and 
successful not only in our small town, but 
in many surrounding places, and as far 
away as Pratt City. Hilda was happy to 
see us—I hadn’t seen her since gradua- 
tion—-and showed us immediately to the 
recreation and party rooms downstairs. I’d 
been there several times during high 
school, but never to a real grown-up party. 
Now, the bar along a side wall was lighted 
up and in operation, and many of the “wild 
Scott crowd” were already there. 

My eyes widened a bit in surprise and 
apprehension as I looked at the bar. Aunt 
Ruth had never permitted me to drink 
anything alcoholic. 

\fter a while, Marianne and I wandered 
ever to the bar, and learned that soft 
drinks were also being served. Hilda’s 
brother, Bob, joined us and Marianne, at 
least, was in seventh heaven. 

Since Marianne and Bob were in a world 
of their own, I slowly sipped my: fruit 
punch, and looked casually around the 
room at the dancers, the couples seated 
and in groups, and the gang around the 
hi-fi. It was all very pleasant and relaxed. 
[ felt warm and happy, as if I “belonged,” 
and at peace with the world. Suddenly, 
I felt as if someone were staring at me. I 
looked up quickly and, standing on the 
steps leading down to the rec room, was 
the one person, the only person who'd 
ever made my heart turn somersaults, their 
cousin, Peter Craig. I could hardly be- 
lieve it was really him. I didn’t even know 
he was in town. Marianne hadn’t told me. 
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Did she know? Oh, that little devil! 

Peter was looking at me. now and smil- 
ing that very special smile I remembered so 
well. that lighted up his face. He started 
walking toward the bar, and my heart was 
doing the flipflops again. 

“Hello, Cassie.” Peter said to me, as he 
joined us, “it’s good to see you again.” 

“Hello, Peter,” I answered, outwardly 
calm. “I didn’t know you were here.” 

He exchanged greetings with Bob and 
Marianne. then turned back to me. 

“Congratulations on winning the beauty 
contest,” he said. his eyes holding mine. 
“They sure picked the right person.” 

“Thank you,” I said, shyly. “How— 
how long will you be in town?” 

“Oh. I’m going to work here this sum- 
mer,” he said, “and then I shall be going 
up on the hill to school this fall, to start 
work on my master’s.” 

“Oh, how wonderful!” I said happily. “I 
mean, uh—it’s just wonderful that you’re 
beginning your graduate work,” I finished 
lamely. 

Suddenly I felt so kiddish and young— 
here I was, just starting college this fall, 
and Peter must be twenty-two or twenty- 
three. at least. He seemed to sense my 
discomfiture because, taking my arm he 
said abruptly, “Let’s dance.” 

We moved on the floor, and in his arms 
I forgot everything else except that this 
was Peter, he was back, and everything 
in the world was all right. While we were 
dancing, he told me about his work this 
past year, and that the main reason he’d 
decided to do his graduate work at the 
university here was because of some of 
the people he met last summer, and did I 
remember last summer? I told him yes. 
and tried to sound real casual, but I guess 
he must have realized that I treasured ev- 
ery moment of the brief time I'd known 
him. 

After awhile, we went back over toward 
the bar. Marianne, her eyes sparkling, was 
still there, though Bob had disappeared. 
She insisted I try a drink like the one she 
was having at the moment, so, of course, I 
told the “bartender,” who happened to be 
Hilda at the moment, to make one for me. 
It was cold, and tasted a little sharp and 
funny. But after the first sip or two, I de- 
cided it was quite good. 

Peter ordered something ‘on the rocks,’ 
and then, of course, I knew that the soft 
drink bar was no longer a soft drink bar, 
and the funny taste in my minty drink 
was not mint. So this was strong drink! 
Not bad, not bad—in fact, very good. Why 
Aunt Ruth would make you think that— 
oh, phooey on Aunt Ruth! I almost said 
it out loud, but caught myself in time. 

After the drinks, I seemed to have an 
even better time. The lights were whirling 
around in my head. Other boys—some I 
remembered from school, and others I 
didn’t know—asked me to dance, and al- 
most all congratulated me on winning the 
contest. In fact, I was mostly surrounded 
by a little group from time to time, and 


that went to my head more so than the 
drinks. Peter would rescue me every once 
in a while, and that was the time I was 
the happiest. It was all so wonderful, I 
wished the evening would never end. 

I was perfectly happy where I was, but 
some of the others for whom parties were 
regular everyday events, were becoming 
a little restless, seeking new things to do. 

“Let’s drive up to the lake,” somebody 
said. 

Just for a moment, I felt some hesitation, 
and looked at Marianne to see what she’d 
say. She was, however, agreeing with the 
gang and ready to go, and since I hadn’t 
heard Reverend Crater or her mother give 
her any deadline for coming home, I went 
along. too. 

We all tumbled up the steps, laughing 
and gagging it up. Somehow or other, 
Bob was along with me when we came 
up into the living room, and I guess be- 
cause of the drinks, he was acting crazier 
than usual, his arm around me and all. | 
heard a very stern cough behind us, and 
turning around, to my surprise saw the 
old lady, Bob’s grandmother. 

“Good evening, Mrs. Scott,” I stam- 
mered, trying to recover my poise and 
dignity. 

“How do you do,” she said coldly, her 
thin lips unsmiling, “and you, Robert.” 
Then she peered at me more closely, 
“Aren’t you Cassie Miller, from the old 
Miller place? Yes, of course you are.” 

She’d asked and answered her own ques- 
tion, looked even sterner than before, and 
tapping her cane, moved on off before I 
could close my mouth. 

Bob sighed, “Gran doesn’t approve of 
the younger generation, I’m afraid. But 
I do! Come on, let’s go!” 

We began to pile into cars, then sud- 
denly I felt a hand on my arm. I turned 
and it was Peter. 

“You’re with me,” he said softly. 

“T sure am,” I said, climbing out of 
the car I’d gotten into, and following Peter 
blindly. He had a small foreign car, and 
it looked so little. 

“We'll have to get down on the ground,” 
I said, a giggle in my voice that I couldn't 
repress. 

“That’s an idea,” he said, laughing, and 
helping me into the car. 

Soon, we were following along behind 
the others, headed for Lake Potachamee, 
which was the Indian name for something, 
I never could remember what. The lake 
was beautiful in the moonlight, and some 
of the more ambitious ones, who’d thought 
to bring suits, decided to go for a swim. 

“Come along, Miss Universe,” someone 
yelled at me. 

“Not this time,” I answered, “besides the 
water looks too cold to me.” 

“Chicken,” came the answer, distantly. 

“I don’t believe that,” Peter said, coming 
up behind me, “besides, who wants to swim 
anyway? Let’s go for a walk.” 

“All right,” I said, looking around the 
clearing where we’d parked. To my sur- 
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prise, everybody had sort of thinned out, 
anyway. and I knew everybody wasn’t in 
swimming. 

We walked in silence along the narrow 
path that circled the lake. It was quiet, 
dark and sort of eerie, and from time to 
time we had to push back the overhanging 
branches. 

“We'll get lost,” I said fearfully. 

“Td like that, wouldn’t you?” Peter 
asked. 

I felt suddenly brave, “With you, yes.” 

“Cassie,” he said, reaching out for me, 
and I was in his arms and it seemed the 
rightest, most natural thing in the world. 
He kissed me then, and rockets went off. I 
felt like I was drowning, sinking, happy, 
glad to drown. 

Peter was whispering things about how 
sweet I was, and how much he cared for 
me, that he knew he’d been right to come 
back, that we must always be together. 
And all I could do, all I wanted to do, was 
agree, and respond—with a soft yes to 
whatever questions he was asking me, with 
wildly eager lips and arms. Somehow or 
other, I never remembered quite how, we 
were stumbling. kneeling, sitting, half ly- 
ing on the ground beside the path. At one 
moment, all remembered awareness of 
what was wrong and what was right 
seemed to come to me through a haze, but 
Peter was again softly reassuring, telling 
me that I was everything in the world to 
him. His kisses were now more rough, his 
hands demanding, sure. I felt dimly that 
this was wrong, but it was outside of my 
ability to think or act. My only ability 
was to respond— 

Then suddenly we were torn apart. It 
was like a shock of cold water in my face. 
I blinked in amazement, disbelief. Stand- 
ing there in the narrow path, with a very 
frm hold on a slightly groggy. very un- 
happy, and now very inactive Peter, was 
Ben! 

“Get up, Cassie,” he said to me quietly, 
“and straighten up your dress. You look 
awful.” 

I was still so shocked I couldn’t say 
anything, and neither could Peter. Me- 
chanically, I stood up, straightening my 
disheveled skirt and blouse. 

“Come on, let’s go home,” Ben said. 

“Look, here, man,” Peter said, beginning 
to gather his wits about him again, “she 
came with me, and—” 

“She’s going back with me,” Ben said 
curtly, to me, not even to Peter. 

“Cassie?” Peter asked, his voice thin, 
and he must have realized that both his 
request and his project were now hopeless. 

Now, suddenly sobered and the passion 
blown away by the cold stoniness of Ben’s 
presence, the whole bubble burst, and my 
first feelings when I came out of numbness 
were to be almost hysterically glad that 
Ben had come, that nothing had happened. 
However, I only said, “I’ll have to go back 
with him, Peter. Aunt Ruth—well, please 


try to explain to Marianne for me. She'll 
understand,” 


Peter muttered something unintelligible, 
and faded back into the darkness along 
the path toward the lake. In silence, I 
followed Ben up another winding path, to 
the highway just above us, where his pick- 
up truck was parked several yards down 
the road. 

Now, after the first reaction of relief was 
over, the secondary feelings were begin- 
ning to come, and I was angry, humiliated, 
blindly furious. As soon as we got into the 
truck, I turned on him in a rage, 

“What in the world do you mean by 
spying on me, spoiling my fun? How did 
you know where I was? Did Aunt Ruth 
send you or did you just come on your 
own? What did you do, follow me?” 

By now, I was almost hysterical, scream- 
ing. half crying. beating on his arm and 
shoulder. 

Calmly Ben looked at me and said, 
“They always say to slap a_ hysterical 
woman, but maybe this will work better.” 

With one hand. he caught my two flail- 
ing hands, with the other, he tilted back 
mv head and kissed me, very gently, very 
thoroughly. Then, he abruptly released 
me, started the truck, and drove in silence 
down the highway. I was too stunned at 
first, to do anything, or say anything. I 
didn’t fight him any more, that was for 
certain! 

After awhile. I stole a sidewise glance 
at him, from where I was crouched in the 
corner of the front seat. He wasn’t looking 
at me, just at the road ahead. He didn’t 
look like anything in particular, actually— 
just Ben, like he’d always been. I sneaked 
another look. Was this the same Ben who 
had just kissed me? So much had hap- 
pened to me today, tonight. The lovely 
party—the boys’ praise—Peter—the drinks 
—Peter—the wild ride and the lake—Peter. 
the crazy, drowning sensations with Peter. 
With the memory of that, a sick feeling 
began in the pit of my stomach. I had 
almost gone too far with Peter. And now, 
this, after everything else—a strange, new 
Ben, a Ben I’d never known before, and 
Ben’s kiss— 

So a kiss was not merely a weird, trem- 
ulous thrill that made you throb and tingle 
as it pierced you through and through. It 
was not merely a signal of mysterious dan- 
ger, which beckoned an invitation while 
flashing a warning. It was not merely the 
blossom on the tree of knowledge of good 
and evil, burgeoning into bitter fruit. It 
was home after exile, safety after danger, 
joy after sorrow, fulfillment after frustra- 
tion—all that and so much more besides, 
for which there were no words. 

I had no idea what would be Aunt 
Ruth’s reactions when we reached the 
farm, but I wasn’t at all prepared for the 
way she greeted me. She’d been crying, I 
could see, and her grey-streaked hair, us- 
ually in a neat bun in the back, was just 
all over. 

“Was she—all right, Ben?” she asked 
fearfully. 

“Yes.” 





Ben answered. without explain- 
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ing, “she was okay. Just some partying, 
but I thought I’d better bring her, as you 
said.” 

“You were with the Scotts,” Aunt Ruth 
said to me, accusingly, like this was an- 
other one of the dreadful things I shouldn’t 
do 

“Why, yes,” I said, meekly, “Marianne 
ind I went to a party at Hilda’s. I thought 
that was all right. How—how did you 
know I was there?” 

Ben started to leave, then, but Aunt 
Ruth said, “No, Ben, don’t go. I think you 
know about—what I’m going to say, any- 
Way. 

Then to me she said, “I never wanted 
to have to tell you this, Cassie, but I see 
now that I have to. I knew you were with 
the Scotts, and that you’d gone out with 
Bob, because Adelaide Scott called me.” 

“Bob’s grandmother?” I asked, wonder- 
ing. “But why would she call? And I 
wasn’t with Bob anyway, I was with their 
cousin, Peter.” 

None of it made any sense to me. Aunt 
Ruth waited a long time and then finally 
went on: “It doesn’t matter whether it was 
Bob or not, you still must know. I sent 
Ben to find you and bring you home be- 
cause Adelaide thought you were with 
Bob, and she—and I— know that you can’t 
become involved with Bob in any way, be- 
cause—you’re his half sister.” 

[ listened, hearing but not understand- 
ing. Everything was rocking and swaying, 
and I was only steadied by the fact that 
(unt Ruth seemed deadly serious, and was 
suffering painfully. That, and Ben’s firm 
hand on my shoulder. A shot of pain went 
through me, as I remembered the picture 
of Mother and Dad on my dresser, up- 
stairs. 

“Half sister?” I whispered. 
Then who—what—?” 

“It’s been so long,” Aunt Ruth said, her 
voice low, her face twisted in painful mem- 
ory. “There were lies, so many lies. I 
didn’t know until tonight that Adelaide 
Scott knew, that anybody knew. I loved 


“How? 


him so very much, and he was so tragical- 
ly, bitterly unhappy. Cassie, I'd give any- 
thing in the world if you didn’t have to 


know this, but Attorney Robert Scott is 
your father, and I—I am your mother.” 

At first, I thought I hadn’t heard right. 
{unt Ruth, who’d hated and _ scornfully 
accused me all these years—Aunt Ruth 
was saying she was my mother, and _ that 
Hilda’s father— 

Questions tumbled one over the other in 
my numbed brain, but I couldn’t seem to 
get any out. 

“It was my last year before receiving 
my teacher’s certificate,” Aunt Ruth went 
on, her voice like somebody dead, “and I 
worked part time in Robert Scott’s law 
office to help with my expenses at school. 
Hilda had just been born, and Robert’s 
wife had turned violently against him. She 
never wanted but the one child, her son, 
Bob, and she made life a hell on earth for 
Robert.” She stopped, her voice softening. 
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Then, “we didn’t want to, but we fell in 
love. Robert thought that, since she felt 
the way she did, that she’d give him a 
divorce. We hoped. But she would not let 
him go. She threatened to ruin him if he 
tried to get a divorce himself. Robert was 
just beginning to win fame as a rising 
young lawyer. He—wanted us to just go 
away together, but I couldn’t have him 
face mediocrity, ruin—regret. I never told 
him about you.” 

As Aunt Ruth talked, I sat stunned, feel- 
ing as if I were hearing about someone 
from another planet. Dimly, I tried to 
picture her as ever being young and in 
love, and I couldn’t. But she must have 
been, of course. To picture her as—my 
mother, instead of “Aunt Ruth,” I found 
very difficult, and with a rush of pain I 
remembered the dearly beloved picture on 
my dresser upstairs, Mother and Dad. 

“But—but how about my parents?” I 
asked, my voice squeaky and funny. “I 
mean, your brother—my Daddy isn’t my 
Daddy?” 

“No, Cassie,” she said, her eyes down- 
cast, and the words wrenched from her. 
“If only you had never had to know. My 
brother John and his wife never had any 
children, so it was decided they would 
take you for their own. You were born 
right here on the farm, and no one ever 
knew—that is, I thought no one knew. 
Robert’s mother came out once, when it 
was nearly my time, and I was terribly 
afraid she’d seen me. We had planned ev- 
erything so well—no doctor, everything—” 
She sighed a deep sigh. “But you had to 
know anyway.” 

My mind-was whirling with a million 
thoughts. What would this mean, now? 
Perhaps Aunt Ruth had tried to over-pro- 


tect me because she feared her own weak- 
ness—her own wildness—would come out 
in me. But what now? How could I feel 
any differently to her? 

I suddenly realized that I had still been 
thinking of her as “Aunt Ruth,” and I 
caught my head in my hands, my mind 
a whirling mixture of emotions. There was 
no sound, quiet as it can only be in the 
country. I felt Ben’s steadying hand on 
my shoulder. He, too, must have known 
poor Aunt Ruth’s secret. Poor—mother. I 
thought the words, trying them over in my 
mind. I couldn’t say them, not yet. 

But I looked up, finally, and there she 
sat, head still bowed, a crushed and beaten 
woman. I'd never seen her anything but 
proud and stern. How could I judge? 
Why should I judge? It was all so pain- 
fully past, now. 

Reaching out timidly, I touched her arm, 
and then, looking at my face, she gathered 
me in her arms with a cry of joy mixed 
with pain, and we were both crying for 
all the wasted years. 

It was Ben who, finally, clearing his 
throat, asked if we didn’t want some coffee, 
or something. Aunt Ruth—Mother—and 
I both agreed that that was a wonderful 
idea. While Ben was in the kitchen, I told 
her that it was Peter Craig whom Id been 
fond of, never Bob at all. I didn’t go into 
any details about the—events of the eve- 
ning concerning Peter. I only said quite 
firmly and truthfully, that I had no ro- 
mantic interest in any of the Scott men, or 
any of their relatives, so we wouldn’t have 
to worry about that. 

Thinking of Ben, I realized, with a nice, 
warm glow, that I wouldn’t have to worry 
about anyone else; ever, again. 


THE END 





Advice To Young Marrieds: 





You Don’t Have To Argue 


(Continued from Page 13) 


and about budgeting, he was really more 
upset about something else. The hot house 
and the extra expense of the pot roast had 
just been the final straws, but because 
they came last and seemed to be the cause 
of Bill’s feeling upset, these are what he 
argued about. 

If Ann had stopped to think, she would 
have realized that Bill was really upset 
about his not yet knowing whether he was 
getting the raise, and about all the unpaid 
bills, and about Ann’s health. She would 
have known that the tenement building, 
with the noisy elevated train beside it, only 
made Bill more aware of his problems. 
And when he came in and felt the heat 
from the oven and complained about that 
—only to discover that it was something 
he had suggested himself, and for which 
Ann had gone to some trouble and some 
discomfort—he felt doubly guilty, that he 


had really caused all the heat in the apart- 
ment and that he had yelled yet at Ann. 
The first step in minimizing disagree- 
ments in your own marriage is to realize 
that when most people argue they are not 
necessarily upset about the thing they are 
arguing about. Sometimes it’s partly the 
cause, and sometimes what they are argu- 
ing about has nothing to do with what 
they are upset about. When you realize 
this, you can’t really argue. The next step 
is to try to understand what the person is 
really upset about. In Bill’s case it was a 
combination of things, and had Ann taken 
the trouble to understand, it would not 
only have helped her avoid any argument 
but would also have strengthened the mar- 
riage. Understanding and a little patience 
can not only prevent needless arguments, 
but can give your marriage more meaning 


and more substance. THE END 
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I Couldn’t Wait For Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


was sorry. I would’ve called him back but 
I didn’t even know where he was working. 
Besides. there would be no phone on a con- 
struction job. So I watched television with 
Mom and Dad and went to bed at ten. I 
wouldn’t see Rick tomorrow, because it was 
Saturday and he’d told me a week ago that 
he was going with his father to see about 
buying some building material in Milwau- 
kee and wouldn’t be back until late Satur- 
day night. 

I lay in the darkness, remembering how 
his arms were like a cradle and his lips 
hard and sweet. I remembered the way he 
said my name, as if he liked the sound of 
it, the way his eyes met mine with a tired 
glow in them these days. Then I remem- 
ered that he was doing all this for me and 
| hated myself for being so impatient. Im- 
patient? Didn’t he know that I wanted to 
marry him as much as he wanted to marry 
me? Didn’t he know that it was becoming 
increasingly hard to stop with kisses? We 
weren’t made of stone. At least, I wasn’t. 
| wanted him now—not two years or more 
from now. Then I let out a deep sigh. Sun- 
day I would ask him to forgive me, tell him 
about Dad’s offer, and we might even be 
married in a week or two! I went to sleep 
with that warm thought caressing me like 
a kiss. 

Sunday came and so did Rick. He caught 
me in his arms and held me as if he’d 
never let me go. “I can’t stand your being 
mad at me, darling,” he groaned. “Oh, Ju- 
lie, I do love you so.” 

“And I love you,” I told him. “Honey, 
I'm a beast. I’m so sorry I hung up on 
you. It’s just that—the waiting is so mis- 
erable, Rick.” 

“For me, too,” he sighed. “I even thought 
of taking an apartment and forgetting 
about a house. But if we did—then we'd 
never be able to save enough for a home, 
and I want my children to have sunlight 
and fresh air. I—” 

“Rick, I told you I had some news—” 

“Yes. What is it, Julie?” 

“Dad said he would let us have three 
thousand dollars without interest and we 
could pay him back so much a month—” 

“No!” He almost hurled the word at 

“I happen to know that would make 
almost all his savings. Supposing some- 
thing happened and we couldn’t pay him 
back? What would your folks live on when 
he has to retire? Honey, we can’t build a 
house on such a shaky foundation. I know 
the waiting is a hards hip but one day we'll 
be glad—” 

“Maybe you'll be glad,” I broke in 
harshly, “And maybe again you'll wish you 
hadn't waited so long.” 

“What do you mean by that, Julie?” He 
sounded so tired and he looked so troubled 


I didn’t have the heart to quarrel any 
more. A kind of passive acceptance crept 
over me. What was the use? He was going 
to marry me when he said it was time. 
Nothing I could say or do was going to 
change it. Maybe all this talk was just a 
dodge. Maybe he’d thought it over and 
wasn’t as keen on marrying me as he had 
been. Maybe 

“What did you mean?” he broke into 
my silence. 

I shrugged. “Oh Skip it, 
Rick.” I wandered over to the window and 
stood staring moodily out into the gray 
January twilight. 


nothing. 


Rick let out a deep sigh and settled 
down into his favorite chair and when I 
turned around, he was sound asleep. I 
stared down at him, broodingly. He looked 
thinner. Maybe he was as unhappy as I 
was. Maybe he really was tired of me and 
all this overtime was an escape from dates 
with me. Mom said a man didn’t like being 
pursued and that’s what I’d been doing, 
wasn’t it? I was demanding marriage and 
maybe the more insistent I became, the 
more reluctant it made him. Well, he 
wouldn’t hear me mention marriage again. 
I got a book and when he awakened an 
hour later, I pretended to be absorbed in it. 

“I’m sure a sad sack,” he apologized. 
“I’m sorry. Julie. Its just that I go so fast 
all week and when I sit down I go out like 
a light.” He smiled at me. 

“Why don’t you go home early tonight?” 
I asked. “I have a few chores to do and 
you need more sleep.” 

“You wouldn’t mind?” he asked. “I’m 
really bushed.” 

“No, I don’t mind.” I 


never wore a hat. 


got his coat. He 


“You're not angry with me for refusing 
your Dad’s loan?” he asked as he held me 
close to kiss me goodnight. 

I stood passively in the circle of his 
arms. For the first time they didn’t hold me 
like a cradle rocking. They were more like 
two iron barriers. 

“No,” I told him quietly. “It 


very good idea anyway.” 


wasn’t a 


The next day as I sat at my desk, I 
smiled at the many people who came and 
went, I made appointments for them, I 
directed them to the right floors when they 
got lost—but inside me was a bitter sort 
of futility that was like a weight on my 
heart. Was I going to be doing this for two 
or more years, maybe forever? Was Rick 
so darned sure of me that he could be 
certain of me two years from now? Or 
wasn’t he too sure he even wanted me? 

“Morning, beautiful,” a gay voice said 
and I glanced up to meet Ray Burton’s 
smiling dark eyes. Ray sold advertising like 
crazy and he was always breezing in and 
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making witty conversation and asking 

me for dates. He did it now. 
“Why so pensive, Julie?” he demanded. 
[ have it on good authority the world 
doesn’t end until the year two thousand. 


You and I won't live that long.” He 
laughed and lit a cigarette and blew smoke 
way. 
Who wants to live that long?” I re- 


uted. “The boss is busy but I might be 
ble to get you an appointment after 

rie hy 

He glanced at his watch. “When do you 

to lunch? The waiting would be de- 

lightful if we could do it over lunch at 
Praey’s,” 

| thought about that. He’d made the 

e proposal many times in the past and 

ys I'd shrugged it away, for two rea- 

First. I was never quite sure he really 

eant it and secondly, I wasn’t interested. 

But today—a nice lunch at Tracy’s on 

\lichigan Avenue, with candles and hushed 

iimosphere sounded downright appealing. 

So I grinned up at him and said, “One 

f these times I’m going to accept your in- 

tation, Mr. B.” 

He struck a pose and began singing soft- 
ly. “Oh, darling, let it be today.” When I 
burst out laughing he said, “Kidding aside, 
why don’t you go with me today?” 

[ made a swift decision. “Okay—if you'll 

iit about fifteen minutes until my relief 

ws up. I will. And—thanks.” 

So, we went to lunch. It was gay, non- 
ensical and innocent, He made me laugh 
ind even if I didn’t know one blessed thing 
ibout him, other than that he was a crack 
ilesman—what difference did it make? I 

nt back to the office, feeling much bet- 
er than I had in the morning. But when 
[ slid behind my desk, Ellen Jackson, who 
had relieved me for lunch, said earnestly, 

Watch it with Ray Burton, chickadee. 
He’s dynamite and sells himself as well as 
he sells advertising. He’s had more girls 
than Earl Carrol’s follies. I even think he 

be married—” 

“He’s divorced,” I cut in sharply. “He 
told me. Besides, I’m not interested in him 
ther than for the laughs and maybe a free 
lunch now and then. So don’t get in a tizzy, 
Ellen.” 

Well, I just thought I'd warn you, baby. 

re a nice kid and I wouldn’t want you 
She picked up her pad and 
pencil and hurried back to her own desk. 
| shrugged her warning away lightly. You 
had one luncheon date with a man and 
right away someone was ready to make a 
production of it. It was just silly. 

| had quite a few brief dates with Ray 
fter that. Sometimes for lunch and some- 
times he’d buy me a cocktail after work. 
Not once did he deviate from gay imper- 
-onalities and I felt sure that he and I were 
just very good friends. He wasn’t interested 
in me any more than I was him. Then why 
didn’t | ever mention him to my folk or to 
Rick? I couldn’t answer that to my own 


satisfaction. 


” 
to get hurt. 


Then one Friday, at Tracy’s, he said, 
“Look, Julie, I’m having a few friends in 
Sunday afternoon at my apartment. You 
know—cocktails and the horrible little 
things they serve with them. Would you 
come, too? Maybe you would even come a 
little early and help me make the soggy 
cracker ...?” 

I thought about that dubiously. Sunday 
was Rick’s day. I thought about Rick for 
a moment. Another Sunday with Rick 
showing me the slowly growing bank ac- 
count, figuring where he could cut ex- 
penses on the house he was going to buy 
some day. I stopped short. Someday! It 
sounded like something that might happen 
if we ever made it to never-never land. 
This was now and a very attractive young 
man was asking me to come to an inno- 
cent little party with his friends. There 
would be gay repartee, laughter, and no 
one would sleep in a chair. Let Rick stay 
at home Sunday and sleep. It might do 
him good to be stood up and I knew it 
would do me good. So I laughed at Ray 
over the candles and said, “Sounds like fun. 
Thank you for asking me.” 

But at home I told Mom and Dad, 
“There’s a little office party next Sunday 
afternoon and I’m going.” 

Mom said, “But Julie—that’s the only 
day you have with Rick. Have you told 
OY save 2 

“Not yet but I will. For once he can 
sleep all day and maybe he will enjoy 
that as much as a cat nap here. But even 
if he doesn’t, I’m going to this party. I'm 
sick of staying home.” 

Dad said anxiously, “You haven’t quar- 
reled with Rick, honey? He’s a wonderful 
boy and he’s working so hard just so he 
can give you a nice home.” 

“You mean he wrapped me up and put 
me in the ‘will call’ bin,” I told him flip- 
pantly. “But even a package in the ‘will 
call’ is put back into circulation after a 
reasonable time has elapsed and no one 
claims it.” I went toward the phone and 
Mom followed me. 

“Julie, you haven’t found someone else 
to take Rick’s place, have you? That would 
break his heart—” 

“Look, Mom—this is just a silly little 
party. That’s all. It will be gay and peo- 
ple will discuss something besides con- 
struction material. [ want to go and I’m 
going. Then Ill come home and climb back 
into my ‘will call’ bin.” 

But when I got Rick on the phone and 
told him, he was very quiet for a long time. 
Finally he said, “I don’t want you to go, 
Julie.” 

“But it’s just this one Sunday,” I pro- 
tested. “It’s not all that important, is it? 
Besides, you need the rest and this will 
give you a chance—” 

“Tf it isn’t important to you then why are 
you so determined?” 

I sighed impatiently. “It sounds like fun. 
If you want to make something important 
out of it I can’t stop you. Lately I’ve been 


wondering if maybe you weren't looking 
for a way out. If so—make the most of it.” 
I hung up with tears thick in my throat, 
I hadn’t meant to say that and I'd have 
given anything if I hadn’t hung up. I didn’t 
want to break up with Rick—I just wanted 
to marry him now instead of someday. 

Up until I left home on Sunday at twelve. 
thirty, I had changed my mind fifty times, 
I wanted to call Rick and tell him | 
wouldn’t go and then I would remember 
that he hadn’t even called me back after 
I hung up. Misery grew within me. Maybe 
he had been looking for an out. So, de. 
fiantly, I put on my prettiest cocktail dress 
and got a cab to Ray Burton’s apartment, 

It was a nice apartment and it looked 
gay with a bowl of growing hyacinths op 
a low table and rosy lamplight and the 
Hi-fi playing softly. Ray smiled at me 
over the cocktail shaker and said, “I’m 
glad you’re here, Julie. In that blue dress 
you’re very decorative. However, do I de. 
tect a certain glumness? This is a party, 
remember?” 

I shrugged away my gloom. “I had a 
date today and I broke it,” I said. “‘I feel 
like a renegade.” 

He handed me a cocktail and advised 
cheerfully, “Forget him for the afternoon, 
Do him good not to be sure of you. The 
chase is the exciting part but sometimes 
when you’ve caught the objective—-it falls 
flat.” 

I knew he was thinking about his di- 
vorce. I watched him as he put a new 
record on the machine. He was very good 
looking, with a sophisticated air about him 
that was probably devastating to lots of 
girls. But not to me. I didn’t like him or 
dislike him. He just wasn’t important to 
me the way Rick was and I wished heart: 
ily that I'd stayed at home. However, it 
was too late now so I listened to the new 
record and sipped my drink slowly. The 
music was lovely, one of the old ones some- 
thing about “You Forgot To Remember.” 

Ray said blithely, “How about helping 
me make some of those horrible little sog: 
gy atrocities that you serve with drinks, 
Julie? It'll be an hour before the gang 
arrives.” 

We laughed a lot as he pinned a towel 
around me and handed me a tray with a 
lot of little jars of filling. We sat on high 
stools in the tiny kitchen at a little break- 
fast bar and spread crackers. He talked 
about his job and people he met and | 
listened. It was all very impersonal and 
harmless until suddenly I heard a sound— 
the sound of a key turning in a lock. 

Ray frowned and then flushed angrily. 
He strode into the living room and | 
started to follow him. A girl was closing 
the door and then she turned. Ray said 
sharply, “Vicki! What are you doing here? 
I thought—” 

She eyed him steadily. I saw that she 
was absolutely beautiful. Her hair was 
waved softly around her head. It was 
snowing a little outside and the melted 
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snow on her hair made it look as if it 
were sprinkled with diamonds. Her eyes 
were brown and almond-shaped. I thought 
[ had never seen eyes so weighted with 
weariness. Then she spoke, very quietly 
and unemotionally. 

“You thought I was away getting a 
divorce because that’s where you wanted 
me to be,” she said. “Only—I never went.” 
She stood leaning against the door with 
both hands thrust deep in the pockets of 
a tweed coat. Even though she seemed to 
be quite unmoved at my being here with 
her husband, I had the strange feeling that 
the whole place was suddenly rocking in 
the grip of some invisible force—some- 
thing violent and evil. 

I watched her, unable to speak. This 
was Ray’s wife. She must still love him, or 
else why hadn’t she gotten the divorce. 

Ray said angrily, “Vicki, this is dis- 
tasteful. Why don’t you go away? You and 
I have nothing to say to each other. This 
is no good—” 

“Tf think it is,” she broke in. Then she 
turned and studied me with an intensity 
that made my eyes fall before hers. 

“You’re very pretty,” she observed. “I 
suppose Ray told you he was already di- 
yorced, didn’t he. Ray has a way of elimi- 
nating things and people he’s no longer 
interested in. You may be Number One 
on lis hit parade right now, honey, but 
the day you surrender, he'll be gone like 
that. You see, he’s like that. He gets his 
kicks out of the chase—not the capture.” 

She walked over and glanced into the 
kitchen, then she laughed but it was a dry 
scornful laugh without mirth. “Oh, no,” 
she said, shaking her head. “Don’t tell me 
you were making soggies for a crowd .. .? 
Really, Ray, with your brains you should 
think up a more intriguing line.” She 
turned and asked me, “He did tell you 
there was going to be a party, didn’t he?” 

I managed to stop staring and gather my 
wits belatedly. “Well, yes. You see, I’m just 
one of the guests, Mrs. Burton. The others 
will be here any minute and I was help- 
ing... .” The look on her face made my 
voice trail off. 

“There won’t be any other guests,” 
said quietly. “Not that I blame you for 
believing him. He’s very convincing when 
he’s selling.” She flicked a glance at Ray 
who seemed to be unable to say anything. 
He was just watching her with a pale face 
and a worried look in his eyes. 

“Vicki” he muttered but she went on as 
if he hadn’t spoken. “You see, that’s how 
he caught me, too. Only—something went 
wrong and he found out that I wasn’t set- 
tling for anything but marriage. It’s a mat- 
ter of. pride with him not to let one get 
amap—e0 he married me and then ditched 
me. 


she 


“You don’t understand,” I protested. “I 
hardly know him—” 

“I saw you lunching with him three dif- 
ferent times at Tracy’s,” she said. “I know 


the score, believe me.” Then she turned her 
strangely bright eyes on Ray. 

“That music is very appropriate,” she 
said. “You forgot to remember. Well, dar- 
ling, I didn’t forget. I love you, Ray. I 
always will. I came here today to give you 
something. I should’ve done it long ago.” 

She whipped her hand out of her pocket 
book and I saw she had a gun. My heart 
leaped into my throat but before I could 
utter a sound, the gun spat and there was 
the acrid smell of powder in the room. Ray 
stood for a moment, with a surprised look 
on his face. Then he crumpled suddenly 
and fell to the floor with a thud. Vicki 
stood staring down at him quietly, as if 
fascinated by the stain on his white shirt 
front which kept growing like a red rose 
opening. 

Then she turned to me and I thought 
for a second that she was going to kill me 
too. | was so numb from shock that I don’t 
think I even felt fear. This wasn’t really 
happening, my brain kept trying to tell me. 
But when Vicki spoke again, I knew it was 
no nightmare—this was real. 

“T had to do it,” she said, pleadingly. 
“You see that, don’t you? I couldn’t go on 
without him and he wouldn’t let me go on 
with him. So you see, this is all that’s left 
for either of us.” She lifted the gun to her 
own temple and I cried out, “No—please, 
please—” 

The gun drowned out my cries and she 
fell. She lay very still, her body across his 
and her hair dark with her own blood. 

I stood, my brain reeling and nausea 
making me ill. The music droned softly, 
“You forgot to remember.” The two still 
figures lay on the floor and I was alone 
with them. That was when I began scream- 
ing. 

After a while, I became aware of a 
thunderous pounding on the door and a 
demanding, this 
I fled toward the sound of a living 
the 
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awful silence of the two who could no 
longer care about anything. I flung the 


door wide and suddenly the room was full 
of people. People asking questions, a voice 
saying grimly, “I want the police.” People 
staring at me with horrified eyes, people 
whispering, people shuddering. Then the 
sound of sirens on the street and then more 
questions—this time from uniformed men. 
It was as if I were watching a question and 
answer game on television and had no ac- 
tive part in it. 

What’s your name? 

Julie Gordon. 

Where do you live? 

Sixty-eight forty-two Dansmere Avenue. 

What happened here? 

She killed him. 

Why? 

I—she—I guess she loved him. 

Who killed her? 

She did. 


Sure it wasn’t you? 
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{t went on and on until finally I couldn’t 
answer any more. Every now and then 
when someone asked why, the record ma- 
chine answered, “You forgot to remem- 
ber!” Then someone shut it off and a po- 
liceman said curtly, “Okay, Miss Bishop. 
[t seems to be clear-cut case of murder and 
suicide. The law can’t touch you which is 
too bad. You’re the other woman and both 
their deaths will be on your conscience as 
long as you live. You can go home—one of 
my men will take you—but you stay where 
we can reach you. You will have to appear 
it the inquest as the only witness.” 

Like a child pleading for understanding, 
[ looked at him desperately. “You don’t 
understand,” I said. “There was going to 
be a party—” 

“Some party,” he growled. “Take her 
home.” 

| don’t remember mach of that ride in 
the squad car, My brain was still in a whirl 
ind then I was home. The officer followed 
me in and through a fog I saw Dad get 
out of his chair, the Sunday comic page 

his hand. I saw Mom staring at the off- 
er as if he were something from another 
planet. Then I saw Rick, getting out of 
his favorite chair, his blue eyes drowsy and 
his hair rumpled. At the sight of him, I 
rushed toward him, flung myself into his 
irms and sobbed like a child against his 
breast, 

\t first he held me close, but as the 
policeman related the story of what had 
happened, I could feel his arms slacken 
ind finally drop away. I dropped into the 
chair he'd just vacated and it was still 
varm from his body. 

\iom was sobbing hysterically and Dad 
led her away to their room and left Rick 
nd I alone. I wanted so desperately to 
say something that would make him under- 
stand I hadn’t done anything wrong. But 
| couldn’t quite say that. I had been angry 
and petulant with Rick because he wouldn’t 
marry me right off. Like the spoiled child 
that I was, ’'d wanted to hit back when I 
was denied my wish. So Id traded pre- 
lazy, secure Sunday afternoon for 
what I had thought would be fun. I knew 
now that even if things had gone as sched- 
uled, I wouldn’t have had any fun without 
Rick. Fun? It had been more horrible than 
the most appalling nightmare. And now 
Rick was staring at me with his eyes as 


cious 


old as ice. 
“You were in love with him, Julie?” It 
: more a statement than a question. 
‘No,” I answered wearily. “I hardly 
knew him. He said there was to be a little 
party and I believed him. He said he was 
divorced and I believed that. But she said 
there wouldn’t have been a party—it was 
one of his ways of tricking a girl into his 
ipartment. I don’t know because he never 
made love to me. I tried to tell the police 
that but they wouldn’t believe me—” 
‘T don’t think I do either,” Rick said. 
| don’t think anyone will. When the pa- 
pers get through with you the name of 
Julie Gerdon will be mud. I| think you 
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wanted to break with me because of him—” 

“No, Rick—please don’t say that.” I was 
on my feet, both hands on his arm, plead- 
ing for his understanding. “I was child- 
ishly hurt because you didn’t want me 
enough to marry me right away. I thought 
if you loved me as much as I loved you— 
waiting would be impossible. So I tried to 
hurt you—” 

“And you did.” He went over and got his 
coat from the closet and slid into it. Then 
he said, bitterly, “I came here this after- 
noon, hoping that you would decide Sun- 
day with me was more important after all 
than a party. But you didn’t decide that 
until things blew up in your face. I thought 
I knew you, Julie, but I didn’t. I don’t think 
I could ever trust or love you again.” With- 
out another glance at me he left, the door 
closing behind him like the period at the 
end of a sentence. 

Utter desolation enveloped me like a 
shroud. What had I done? Rick had left 
me, Mom was weeping in her room and 
Dad was trying to comfort her when there 
was no comfort to be had. And two people 
were together in death more united than 
they'd ever been in life. My life was ruined 
forever because without Rick there was 
nothing. It was no good telling myself that 
even if I had been wrong my punishment 
was too severe. How about Rick? He hadn’t 
done anything wrong and he was paying. 
Mom and Dad were innocent and they were 
paying. How could I say that I should be 
exonerated. I sank back into my chair and 
closed my eyes to shut out the bleak future. 

The days that followed were horrible. 
The morning paper carried a big headline 
—WIFE SHOOTS HUSBAND AND SELF 
WHILE OTHER WOMAN WATCHES! 
There were flash photos of the apartment 
with the two bodies on the floor and me 
with a towel pinned around my waist and 
my hands over my face. Julie Gordon, the 
story shouted. Julie Gordon the other wom- 
an! No one would believe me after reading 
this paper. Rick hadn’t even believed me. 
I crumpled the paper and tried not to see 
the heartbreak in my mother’s eyes. the 
bowed shoulders of my father. Somehow, I 
got through the inquest and at long last. 
the reporters and the press dropped me for 
something more recent. But I had to go on 
living without Rick—without ayone. 

The publicity cost me my job at the ad- 
vertising agency and whenever I applied 
for a new position and mentioned my name 
—there would be a long pause and then I 
would be advised that there was nothing 
open at this time. | hated to go home these 
days. Mom was so quiet. She didn’t sing 
as she made biscuits, she didn’t have the 
neighbors in for coflee, she didn’t go to the 
movies. The only place she went was to the 
market and then she always went at the 
time it would be the least crowded. I knew 
she was ashamed to meet her old friends 
and neighbors. It made be sick all over. So 
one cold, blustery day in March when she 
was marketing and Dad was at work, [ 
packed my things and left home. 


We had always lived on the north side 
of Chicago but now I went as far to the 
south side as I could. I found a room on 
West Sixty-third street in a shabby old 
building where I had to share a bath. I had 
a hot plate in my room and I changed my 
name to Anne Storm. Without references, 
the best I could do for a job was in a dry- 
cleaning establishment and I was grateful 
that the kindly old Mr. Klein asked few 
questions. I told him I was inexperienced, 
that my relatives were all out of town and 
he took my word. 

So I began my dreary existence as Anne 
Storm. The days were dreary and unevent- 
ful and sometimes the smell of cleaning 
fluid almost made me ill. The nights were 
just as dreary, broken only by spasmodic 
nightmares in which I relived the horror 
of that Sunday afternoon in January. But 
once in a long time I dreamed of Rick and 
how his smile was like sunlight and his 
arms a refuge. These were the best times 
until | would awaken and know that no 
dream—good or bad—is real. 

Then one day in early May, a young man 
came into the shop to leave a suit to be 
cleaned. I made out his ticket and gave it 
to him and told him it would be ready on 
Friday. He said, “Thanks, miss,” but I 
noticed he was staring at me _ intently. 
When he saw I'd noticed, he laughed a 
little and said, “I know I’ve seen you some- 
where before but I can’t remember where.” 

My heart did a quick dive and then I 
stiffened. “Everyone has a double, so they 
say. I’m sure we never met before.” 

He shrugged but I had a feeling he was 
unconvinced, I was sure of it when he came 
back the next day. I caught my breath 
sharply. “I told you your suit—” 

“T’'m not here about the suit,” he broke 
in. “| remembered last night—you’re Julie 
Gordon, aren’t you?” He looked pleased 
with himself. 

“Never heard of her,” I said, hoping the 
fright didn’t show in my face or voice. 
“Friend of yours .. .?” 

“T never met her,” he said. “But I’m a 
reporter on the Globe and | read all about 
her. What are you doing here? I got the 
impression you had an office job, How 
about giving me a story for my paper, Ju- 
lie? Ill do one on a crime-doesn’t-pay 
basis. | think a lot of people would like 
to know that the other woman in the Bur- 
ton murder-and-suicide case is hiding her 
identity under the name of Anne Storm.” 
He laughed. “Your boss gave me your 
name and address,” he explained. “You 
may as well admit it, Julie. I have ways of 
running down these things, you know.” 

“Then start running,” I snapped and 
turned my back on him. He was whistling 
when he left and I knew he was going to 
do just that. However, I did underestimate 
the speed of which he was capable. I knew 
that I couldn’t work here any more, so | 
told Mr. Klein I was going home to my 
folks and I wouldn’t be back. His protests 
failed to shake my decision and I left him 
more than a little angry at my sudden de- 
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parture. I was sorry but it couldn’t be 
helped. He’d fire me as soon as that re- 
porter told him who I was, anyway. 

I went home to my dreary room and sank 
onto the lumpy bed, too tired to fix my 
supper. My rent was paid until Saturday 
and it would take that nosy reporter that 
long to get into print about Julie Gordon 
and Anne Storm. By that time, they 
would’ve both disappeared and a new name 
and a new job was my immediate problem. 

I was wrong. The morning paper had a 
story on the front page all about the Julie 
Gordon scandal and now they'd ruined the 
name of Anne Storm, too. My landlady 
brought me the paper and eyed me sharp- 
ly. “I thought you were too good to be 
true,” she said, “But people in hiding usu- 
ally do behave, don’t they .. .?” Her eyes 
told me what she thought of Julie Gordon, 
so I told her, coldly, that I was leaving at 
once. 

But long after my bags were packed, I 
sat on in the shabby room. I was running 
again and suddenly I knew I would always 
be running. Changing jobs and names just 
postponed it for a short period. The futility 
of it all filled me with such despair that I 
flung myself face down on the bed and 
wept bitter tears. Even as I wept, I recog- 
nized the futility of tears. It had been a 
long time since I'd indulged in them but 
now-they were like a burst dam. 

Then the landlady knocked on the door 
and came in without waiting. 

“There’s a young man in the parlor,” she 
said. “He won’t go away and you can’t see 
him up here. I keep a decent house. You 
go down there and get rid of him and then 
get out of here yourself.” She flung out and 
I sat up and dried my eyes. I knew that 
darned reporter was waiting down there, 
hoping he could get another lead for a 
story. | picked up my bags and with anger 
giving me a false strength, I stormed down 
into the parlor. Then my strength and 
anger both fled, leaving me shaking from 
head to foot under the direct, grave eyes of 
Rick Stevens. 

“I came to take you home, Julie,” he 
said, firmly, 

“No.” I turned from him and started for 
the door, but he caught my arm. “Listen, 
Julie Bishop,” he said, crisply. “Isn’t it 
about time you put away childish things? 
Your folks and I have been out of our 
minds trying to find you. Haven’t you hurt 
all of us enough?” He shook me slightly. 

“But—that’s why I left,” I burst out. 
You were all ashamed of me and I didn’t 
blame you. I—I thought if I left, people 
would forget—” 

“Oh, sure,” he agreed, dryly. “People 
do forget—but not parents. And not a guy 
who was in love with you.” I noticed he’d 
used the past tense. “A guy who was in 
love with you. That’s what he’d said and 
I'd known it for a long time so why should 
it be like a knife in the heart to hear him 
say it? He’d said it once before—last Jan- 
uary, 


“Thank you for coming, Rick,” I said 


thickly. “I suppose you gut my address 
from the paper? But I can’t go home. Give 
my love to Mom and Dad and tell them my 
coming would only stir things up again. 
I—I’ll write to them—” 

“Sit down, Julie,” he said gently. “I’ve 
something to tell you. I don’t like doing 
it here with that old woman eavesdropping 
in the next room but you leave me no al- 
ternative. Let’s start with that violent Sun- 
day last January.” 

“Please,” I begged, 
with both hands. 

“I’m sorry—but I have to begin there. 
I left you that day and I thought I was 
through with you forever. I told myself that 
after all the hard work I’d done to make 
a home for you, all the time you hadn’t 
been willing to even wait. I said you were 
no good, that I was lucky to be rid of you. 
And then as the days went by, I began 
thinking differently. I asked myself why 
we had to start with a house. Lots of cou- 
ples don’t. I asked why I thought I was so 
important that a pretty girl like you would 
sit around forever waiting just because I 
wanted things all my way. Then I began to 
find out that no matter what—I couldn’t 
stop loving you. I discovered that happi- 
ness couldn’t be put in cold storage and 
claimed when you were ready. You had to 
grab it now—or it was gone. It was then 
I knew that whatever you’d done that Sun- 
day—lI had driven you to it. What a drip 
I was. Knocking myself out with overtime 
and sleeping it off on my dates with you. 
Julie—” 

“Please, Rick, don’t blame yourself, I 
was a fool. I had everything a girl could 
want and I destroyed it—” 

“We destroyed it,” he corrected. “But 
when I came to ask you to forgive me and 
start all over—you’d gone. There were 
times when I was sure you might even be 
dead but somehow I kept on looking. Oh, 
Julie—please come home and let’s start all 
over. We won’t wait for a house—we’ll get 
married and save for the house together. 
We've a whole lifetime to save—and even 
if we never make it, we'll have each other 


covering my face 





so who cares. Julie, I love you so... !” 
I was searching his face with tear- 


dimmed eyes. I didn’t deserve him but how 
could I let him go again? Finally I said, 
shakily, “But you said you didn’t trust me, 
Rick. I—” 

“IT said a lot of things that were not 
true,” he broke in. “I told you I didn’t 
believe your story that you weren’t in love 
with that Burton guy—but that isn’t so, 
either. I do believe you. Julie, please, dar- 
Img ..,%" 

I made one last stand to set him free but 
it was weak. “Have you thought of what 
marrying Julie Gordon might do to you? 
Your friends—your folks—” 

“My folk think I walked out on you 
when you needed me most,” he cut in. 
“Mother said what was wrong with you 
going to a party? How could you possibly 
have known it would end in tragedy? She 
said it was like taking a plane, expecting 
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it to go where it Was supposed to and then 
it cracked up. My dad said, ‘Bring Julie 
home, son. She’s been punished enough.’ 
As for my friends—I’ve been too busy to 
make any. We'll do that together and who 
will ever connect Julie Stevens with Julie 
Gordon? And who cares if they do—” 

“Oh, Rick.” I cried out. throwing myself 
into his arms. “I want to come home to 
you.” I was kissing him and it was like 
walking out of darkness into bright sun- 
light. “We'll do whatever you say—I can 
wait this time forever—” 

“Well, I can’t,” he said, grinning for the 
first time. “We're getting married as fast 
as it’s legal. He kissed me again just as 


my landlady came into the room. Then he 
picked up my bags and said clearly. 
“Come on, sweetheart.” He eyed the oli 
woman with his head up. “The next time 
you read about Julie Gordon in the papers 
it will be about her marriage to me. And 
the first person who says an evil word abou 
my wife will have plenty to answer for.” 
Together we went out and climbed into 
Rick’s old jalopy. The May sun was warm 


on my cheeks like a caress, the trees were | 


surrounded by the green mist of new {o. 
liage and the whole world seemed to haye 
suddenly turned right-side up again, | 
smiled at Rick and he smiled back as he 
sent the car racing for home. THE EN) 





The Love Story That Rocked The South 


(Continued from Page 17) 


barrassment of a_ five-foot-eleven, 180- 
pound, ex-semi-pro baseball catcher-man- 
ager shedding tears. Then he admitted: 
“Yes! I cried baby—a lot!” 

Burleigh followed Sandra to Chicago 
about a month later. Within five days 
they were married. Greenville whites, who 
up to now could only speculate about 
whether they were courting. soon received 
positive confirmation from a Chicago white 
friend of Burleigh. He had spotted them 
together and spread the news when he 
returned to Greenville for a vacation. 

That everyone back home knew their 
secret did not seem to matter to the newly- 
weds as they danced one day recently in 
their Chicago apartment to the far-out wail 
of a Miles Davis trumpet. oblivious to a 
flashing camera light, completely lost in 
the sweetness of what had never been 
make-believe. 

The next morning. however, Burleigh 
received an air-mailed. 10-page, registered, 
special-delivery letter from his mother, 
complaining that people were pointing her 
out on Greenville’s streets as the mother 
whose son married a Negro woman. She 
promised she would never recognize San- 
dra as his wife, lamenting that his mar- 
riage had stamped an eternal black mark 
on his two children (ages 6 and 9), sur- 
mising that he was mentally ill and ought 
to see a psychiatrist, and begging him to 
fall on his knees and ask God to forgive 
him for his mortal, black sin—a sin that 
would someday engulf him in a flash of 
fire and brimstone. 

Yet, there is still an emotional attach- 
ment between son and mother such that 
he could predict, with time-heals-all- 
wounds optimism, that she would visit him 
within two years. “They said it was im- 
moral for me to marry Sandra,” says Bur- 
leigh, referring to Mississippi gossip. “I 
ask you, what is immoral about marrying 
the woman you love? They said we eloped. 
Actually, Sandra was in Chicago about a 
month before I came up. They said I was 
fired from my job because of her. That’s 


a lie. I submitted my resignation a week 
before I left. They lumped me in the same 


basket with another policeman who wa: | 


fired for involvement with a 15-year-old 
Negro girl in jail recently.” 

Burleigh frowns in disgust. then con 
tinues: “I had investigated the case and 
turned over the information to the chiel 
because I thought it was my duty. That 
policeman will never be brought to trial 
for what he did. But even in Greenville 
white people know he did wrong. He'll 
never get another job there. I'll never get 
one either. Was I immoral, too, because] 
married Sandra?” 

Burleigh talks now as if Mississippi is 
situated somewhere below the South Pole. 
Revealing that his divorce from his firs 
wife was the second in ten, stormy year: 
of marriage, insisting he was separated 
from her before he met Sandra, he laments 
over his two children who he wants to 
bring to Chicago. “They'll probably fx 
it so down there I won't even have visita 
tion rights.” he says, adding, “Sandra and 
I will have two children of our own.” 

He was nearly immobile as he told how 
they attracted stares in Chicago, as if it 
would be easier to walk naked past a row 
of blast furnaces. He continued almost 
to himself: “I gave up a lot to marry Sar 
dra—a good job, friends, my hometown. 
my family.” Then he paused, “No! | 
didn’t give up anything.” he corrected him- 
self. “I gained Sandra.” 

Grasping for words to express the 
warmth, tenderness and happiness he has 
shared with her, Burleigh said: “Even if! 
could go back, I wouldn’t. Sandra is giv- 
ing me something I’ve never had before. ! 
wouldn’t give her up for anything.” 

Visibly moved, she turned to Burleigh 
and confessed: “I love him from the top 
of my head to the tip of my toes.” 

“That slipping and dodging took a lot 
out of us,” he said, as if not hearing her. 

“But sometimes things are better when 
you aren't supposed to have them,” she: 
concluded triumphantly. THE END 
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Tll Do Anything’ 
(Continued from Page 21) 


pale and the hand that held his glass 
shook. “I’ve had it, man,” he said, and I 
saw my sister’s eyes widen with pity. “The 
doctor says I’m all burned out. Looks like 
you two have a couple of built-in baby sit- 
ters for the rest of your lives.” 

My sister put her hand to her mouth, and 
I knew she was crying. I looked at Scott, 
and I saw his face redden with pity and 
embarrassment. They love us, I thought 
suddenly, and I hated myself for ever hav- 
ing resented Maria. After all, it wasn’t her 
fault that she had always been the prettiest, 
and that even now, with a man like Scott, 
she still wanted more love, more attention. 
Pretty girls get used to having things go 
their way, I thought. I looked at the pic- 
ture on the end table—Scott and Maria’s 
three babies. Beautiful babies, dark eyes 
and hair, and perfect little mouths. I 
looked at my sister. 

“J—I guess I'll go on home,” I said. 

She and Scott both got up, and then Scott 
said something about wanting to talk to 
Joey about the blueprints. The pity and 
humiliation of a few moments before was 
covered over. Maria said she was going to 
bed too, and that she’d make sandwiches 
for the men. 

I was glad to be home alone. I sat in my 
dark living room for a long, long time, try- 
ing to think what it would be like never 
to have a child of my own. Adoption, I 
thought. But that takes years. Maybe arti- 
ficial insemination. But fear went through 
me. Not to know what my baby’s father 
looked like, or even who he was, frightened 
me. I knew I could never do that. 

One night several days later I was sitting 
at my dressing table, brushing my hair, 
when I heard Joey come in. I looked into 
the mirror and forced my stiff lips to form 
a smile as he walked into the room. 

He stood there, looking at me, and our 
eyes locked. He’d been drinking, but I 
knew he wasn’t drunk. That wasn’t what 
made him look so strange. 

“What is it?” I said. “What’s wrong?” 

“Bethie,” he said, ever so carefully. “I 
want you to have Scott’s baby.” 

There was a thundering in my head, a 
sort of roaring, and my lips parted to 
speak, but no sound came out. And that’s 
what I remember most—not the unthink- 
able, terrible words that he’d spoken, but 
the unspoken silence between us. 

I stood up, finally. “You’re drunk,” I 
said shakily. “Go to bed.” 

In two giant steps, Joey was beside me. 
He grabbed my arm and whirled me 
ee so that I was facing him. “I mean 

»” he said. “I’ve talked it over with them. 
Wit Maria and Scott. I told them the 
whole story.” 


A chill came over me. Scott? Scott’s 
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baby? That was insane—that was too fan- 
tastic to even think about! Why—and I 
struggled for the right words in my mind— 
why Scott was like—like my own brother! 
[ had a sudden mental picture of Scott out 
in his yard in the summertime, big and 
husky and good-natured, like a quiet bear, 
one of his babies on his back, while he ran 
his power-mower. Scott coming frantically 
over to get me up in the middle of the 
night, to tell me my sister was about to 
have her newest baby, his voice thick and 
scared, his dark eyes bright with love for 
Maria. Scott? Why—Scott belonged to my 
sister! 

“T don’t believe you,” I said unsteadily, 
‘Maria—why she’d never—” 

“She’s agreed,” Joey said quietly. And 
his hands tightened on my bare shoulders. 
“Look, honey—I know how you and Scott 
feel about each other. I know he thinks of 
you as his kid sister. And that’s what 
makes it bearable with me. He thinks of 
you that way, but you’re not! And if this 
works—if we plan it just right, it’ll only be 
the one time.” He held me away from him 
ind looked into my eyes. “Maria and Scott 
love each other, Bethie,” he said, “and they 
That’s why they'll do this. Be- 
cause they’re not afraid or ashamed. Be- 

ause their love is bigger than shame or 
teal 

[ took a deep breath. “It’s adultery,” I 
said 

He pulled away from me and lit a ciga- 
rette. “It isn’t,” he said, his voice loud. 
‘Because you’re not sneaking around— 
youre not giving yourself to a man for any 
reason except to have a child. And you’re 
doing it with my consent.” 

‘Joey.” I said, “how could you? How 
ould you possibly say you love me and—” 

His voice was very gentle. “Maybe to 
make it up to you,” he said. “Maybe be- 
cause I know a kid will mean a new be- 
ginning for us. And we can’t wait, Bethie. 
If we don’t have a kid, and soon, I know 
you'll leave me.” He came over to me and 
touched my hair. “There'd be no life for 
me without you, honey. And I guess I de- 
serve this. But you don’t.” 

[ shook my head. “It’s a sin,” I said, 
ind | climbed into bed and closed my eyes. 

But I didn’t sleep. Joey went right to 
for the first time in many, many 

As if the problem were all settled. 
[ kept telling myself I could never do it, 
but still the thoughts, new and fast and 
frightening, crowded into my mind. We 
were terribly close, the four of us. Nobody 
else in the world would ever know. Maria 
ind Scott had consented out of love. Love 

a baby born, in a tight little world where 
love had caused him to be. Wouldn’t that 
baby have every chance in the world to 
grow up happy? 

And before I went to sleep, my hands 
touched my thin, flat stomach, almost as if, 
ilready, there was a new life growing there. 

So without knowing it, I’d already de- 
cided 
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66 v OU OUGHT TO be mad at Joey,” I 

said to my sister that next morning. 
I picked up the coffee she’d just handed me 
and sipped it. 

I was watching her—looking past her 
fat, beautiful babies in their high-chairs to 
where she stood, slender and pretty, at the 
sink. I watched for a sign—any tiny, tell- 
tale sign of anger or mistrust or disgust. 
But she turned around and looked at me. 
and none of those signs were there. 

“You want a baby, Bethie. And I’ve told 
Scott it’s okay with me. I want you to have 
a child of your own, honey. After all—I 
love you.” She smiled, a fleeting, secret lit- 
tle smile, and suddenly, I felt I'd had a 
glimpse into her soul. 

She wanted me to have a baby all right 
—that much was true. And she trusted 
Scott—she knew there’d be nothing be- 
tween us but the thought of my conceiving 
a child. 

“Scott didn’t like the idea,” she said, the 
tiny, secret smile touching her pretty mouth 
again. “But honestly, Beth—that man does 
anything I want him to!” 

That’s it! I thought. That’s why. Scott 
is doing it because he’s too weak to say no. 
And Maria—Maria still wants more from 
him. More love, more attention, more wor- 
ship. I thought of how I must look to her. 
Three years younger, but certainly no 
threat, because even though I was only 
twenty, I was too thin, and my hair never 
seemed to stay in place and my face was 
just a face—the kind you see in a photo- 
graph, blurred. But when you looked at 
Maria’s face, you remembered it. 

She thinks that if Scott makes love to 
me, out of a sense of brotherly duty, he'll 
appreciate that beautiful body of her’s 
more! After me—she’ll be even more lovely 
to him. And maybe next time, he won’t 
just bring a box of drugstore candy. 

I stood up. “I won’t do it.” I said. “I 
can’t. It—it’s not right.” 

“What do you mean, you can’t?” She 
touched my arm. “Bethie—do you know 
how wonderful it'll be once your baby is 
really here? Why—when it’s born—all 
this will be forgotten!” She sat down and 
looked at me. “We've got everything here 
—the four of us. Our husbands have a 
good business going, they’re good friends, 
and you and I are sisters. We’ve got nice 
houses and you ought to know how much 
that means, Bethie.” We looked at each 
other, both of us remembering the way it 
had been when we were kids, before our 
folks died. The poverty, the dirt, the fights. 
“All you need,” Maria said softly, “all the 
four of us need—is for you and Joey to 
have a child. Honey, that would make it 
perfect!” 

I looked at her babies. The new baby 
began to cry, from somewhere in the front 
part of the house. And hearing him cry, 
something inside me twisted with a want 
that was like a sore. 

I looked at my sister. And my lips 
formed the words—the words that took us 


to the second big step in our journey to 
Hell. 

“When?” 

“You figure out your fertile day,” she 
said, like she was telling me to make out 
a grocery list or something, “and let us 
know!” She laughed. “I'll leave Scott 
alone for awhile—then he'll be good and 
ready!” 

! won't, I thought, the fear and horror 
closing in around me. I won’t be sickened. 
I will only think of my baby—the baby I'll 


have. 


T WAS THE FOURTH of July, that next 

week. B-Day, Joey said. Baby-Day. The 
four of us had gone to a picnic, taking 
Maria’s and Scott’s two older babies with 
us. I went through that day in a kind of 
dumb haze. I remember Scott’s joking with 
me. patting my hand, as if to reassure me 
that he was, after all, only my brother-in- 
law. And I remember his eves—ashamed 
and confused. And Joey, drinking too 
much beer, and laughing too loud, and 
finally going to sleep in the hot sun. And 
my sister, watching Scott, knowing how 
afraid he was. And knowing. too, how glad 
he’d be to come home to her, after the 
degradation of me. 

It was Maria who kept us all sane that 
day. About sundown, she gave both her 
babies a bottle and looked at me. “You go 
to your house,” she said, her voice calm. 
“The baby sitter’s at mine. You and Scott 
go now, Bethie. Joey’s just about passed 
out. By the time I get him all sobered up, 
Scott’ll be home watching TV and you'll 
be deciding what to name the baby.” 

I nodded. Scott was busy picking up 
things and putting them back into the pic- 
nic basket. Too busy. I felt suddenly ter- 
ribly sorry for him. 

I walked over and knelt down by Joey. 
He was asleep—drunk, I guess, is a better 
word. But he looked terribly dear to me. 
I knew he’d drunk too much so he wouldn't 
have to think. 

“Go on now.” Maria said. and her voice 
was a little too thin. “For God’s sakes, 
Scott, stop fiddling with those pickle jars! 
Go on and get it over with! I'll bring Joey 
home in about an hour.” 

Scott and I drove along in silence. He 
offered me a cigarette and I took it, but it 
made me dizzy. 

The front door was open. I walked in 
first, and turned on the living-room lights. 
I turned and looked at my brother-in-law. 
He looked very big and frightened and a 
little foolish. He smiled at me, a quick, 
white, little-boy grin. 

“Guess I should have brought a bottle 
or something,” he said. “I still feel like 
this is incest.” 

Don’t, | thought. Don’t crack now. It’s 
too late to turn back. 

“I—TI’ll go on in, Scott—” 


T E CAME INTO the room and sat by 
me on the bed. I lay there, thinking 
foolishly that it might have been easier if 
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[’‘d taken sleeping pills or something. Scott 
Jeaned over me, and my heart tightened in 
dread. 

“You all right, Bethie?” he said gently. 
“You aren’t crying or anything, are you?” 

I turned my face away from him, towards 
the window. “No,” I said. “It’s all right. 
I’m not crying.” 

He put his big hand on my cheek. His 
hand felt warm and kind and the tips of 
his fingers were rough. “Bethie,” he said, 
“Bethie—” 

And then suddenly the summer air was 
filled with the muted sounds of firecrack- 
ers, I turned my face and looked at Scott, 
watching the reds and blues reflected in his 
eyes. 

“Nine o’clock,” I said, my heart thud- 
ding. “When Maria and I were kids, we 
waited all year for that big free firecracker 
display.” 

We waited, the two of us, there in that 
weirdly lighted room, hearing the sounds 
of the firecrackers over at the park. Finally, 
when the room was dark again, Scott 
reached for my hand. 

“Get up,” he said shortly. “If you aren’t 
dressed, get up and get your clothes on. 
I'm going home.” 

I waited until he was out of the room, 
and I’d heard the front door close. He 
couldn’t do it, I thought, a mixture of relief 
and bitterness washing over me. He could- 
n't do it! 


OEY CAME IN about an hour later. He 

didn’t turn on the light; he didn’t speak 
to me at first. He stood by the window for 
awhile, and finally. he lit a cigarette. 

“’'m not drunk,” he said clearly. “I’m 
okay—but I don’t want to talk about it. 
It’s over. Let’s just pray that you con- 
ceived.” 

I got out of bed and went over and put 
my hand on his shoulder. “You don’t have 
to feel like this,” I said softly. ““He—Scott 
didn’t touch me, Joey. He couldn’t.” 

I felt his muscles stiffen under my touch. 
“But—my God, Bethie—we had it all set 
up! How could you not let it happen— 
don’t you know that was our only chance 
to have a baby?” 

I couldn’t answer him. I’d thought that, 
deep down, he’d be glad. But he wasn’t. 
There was some horrible guilt in him that 
made him want a child as badly as I did— 
but for different reasons, 

I didn’t say anything more to him. I 
crawled back into bed, and after a long 
while, Joey got in beside me. He didn’t 
touch me, didn’t even reach out for my 
hand. 

And I knew that what he had said was 
true. We couldn’t go on this way—his feel- 
ing guilty because he couldn’t make me 
conceive, and my wanting a baby so badly. 
That faceless girl in Japan was there be- 
tween us that night, as we lay in bed like 
two strangers. Perhaps she’d been with us 
all along, and I’d never known it. It was 
she—and what she’d done to Joey, that 
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made me almost hate him. He’d lived with 
her in sin, and their sin had reached out 
and touched me, keeping me from having 
i baby! 

Joey can talk to Scott, I thought, my 
mind quite clear. We can set it up again. 
And this time, I'll conceive. If I don’t— 
I'll have to leave Joey. This is no marriage 
no marriage at all! 


When the phone rang that next after- 
noon, I thought it was Joey. He worked 
out at the new house he and Scott were 
building in the mornings, and sometimes. 
he’d call me to bring him coffee. 

But it wasn’t Joey. It was Scott. 

“Bethie,” he said, and I had the feeling 
that he was terribly embarrassed. “I— 
Maria wanted me to call you. She said that 

that next month, if you still want to— 
you know—well, I guess Joey is pretty up- 
set. He wants a kid in the worst way.” 

I licked my dry lips. “So do I.” 

Scott took a deep breath. “I don’t like 
this.” he said. “It—it isn’t right.” 

“Do you want out?” I said. And then 
my voice broke. “Scott—there’s nothing 
left between Joey and me. He shouldn’t 
have lied to me. He shouldn’t have married 
me when he was pretty sure he was sterile. 
He should have told me about that girl!” 

“Okay,” Scott said. “Don’t cry, Bethie. 
[—I'll go along with it. But this time, I'll 
have to be good and drunk. And if I can’t 

can’t touch you—if it’s like it was before 

then I’m out of it!” 

[ hung up the phone slowly. How does 
it feel, Maria, 1 wondered. How does it 
feel to force your man to do a thing like 
this? Does it prove anything to you? Does 
it prove that he really worships you? 

That month passed slowly. Joey was 
edgy, and we scarcely spoke. Maria and 
Scott didn’t invite us over on Saturday 
night, like they usually did. It was as if 
the four of us were avoiding each other, as 
if we couldn’t look at each other, because 
we knew what was ahead of us. 


lr WAS AUGUST. Td called Maria the 

day before, to tell her I thought it would 
be my fertile time that next day. 

“All right,” she said, her voice strangely 
thin and unfriendly. “I—I’ll tell Scott. I 
don’t intend to play wet-nurse to Joey, 
Beth. while he gets drunk. Tell him to be 

man and stay home. That’s what I’m 
going to do. You and Scott can go out 
somewhere.” 

Joey went out right after supper. Just 
before he left, I called his name. I was 
standing in the kitchen, doing the dishes. I 


don’t know why I called to him. Maybe to 





be reassured. Maybe to know that, after 
all, it was because we wanted a baby. But 
Joey didn’t hear me. Either that, or he 
lidn’t come back. I heard the front door 
slam. Then, I went in and put my summer 
it on, and sat waiting in the dark for 
Scoti to return. 
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I'd thought—perhaps hoped—that he’d 
be a little drunk. But he wasn’t. We walked 
out to his car in silence. He lit two ciga- 
rettes and handed me one. Surprisingly, it 
didn’t make me dizzy. The air was cool and 
moist on my face—a light summer rain 
had come up—and I felt almost relaxed. I 
didn’t think of what Scott and I were going 
to do. I didn’t even think about the baby. 
I didn’t think at all—I just felt. And to 
feel, without thinking, was something I 
hadn’t done in a long while. 

“You okay?” Scott asked, driving slowly. 

“Better than I thought I’d be,” I said. 

He pulled off the road. “Beth,” he said, 
and he cleared his throat, like he’d pre- 
pared a little speech. “I—I brought a bot- 
tle. And I know a motel where we can go. 
Maybe then—” 

And suddenly, I wanted to cry. I hadn’t 
really cried since I’d found out that Joey 
and I could never have a baby. The ciga- 
rette and the warm summer air and the 
smell of rain—they made something inside 
me seem to loosen up, and suddenly I was 
crying. I put my hands up to my mouth 
and tried to stop the odd-sounding sobs, 
but I couldn’t. And then I didn’t try to 
stop, because Scott had pulled me to him 
and my head was on his shoulder, and he 
smelled of the shaving lotion Joey and I 
had given him on his birthday. He seemed 
very big and very strong and almost pitiful 
—a big bear of a man, ill at ease and 
kindly, trying to say the right things while 
I cried my heart out. 

Finally he took my wet face in his hands 
and pulled it upward, until I was looking 
at him. His eyes were very dark—as dark 
as Joey’s. 

“Bethie,” he was saying, his voice funny 
and thick. “Little Bethie—” 

And I knew then that there’d be no need 
for the liquor, or the motel, and there 
would be no shame or humiliation or em- 
barrassment. Because Scott—Scott, whom 
I'd thought. a long time ago, had the per- 
fect marriage—Scott was lonely, too. As 
much as I was. And when I closed my eyes 
and felt his first kiss on my mouth, I knew 
that he needed me—in that moment he 
needed me to make love to, because he was 
lonely. Not because he wanted Maria, but 
because, for just a little while, he wanted 
me. 

And, surprisingly, I forgot about Joey 
and Maria, and even about the child I 
wanted. There was only Scott and me and 
the steady, soft sound of the rain and the 
smell of the sweet summer night. 


OR TWO WEEKS after that, I got down 

on my knees and prayed. Prayed that 
I had conceived, prayed that Joey would 
begin to sleep again at night, prayed that 
my sister wouldn’t avoid me when I saw her 
in the back yard. 

And on the twenty-ninth of August. 
Maria called me. 

“You should know by now,” she said 








shortly. “Your periods have always been 
regular. Are you pregnant?” 

My hands poured sweat out of the palms 
and the phone was slippery. “No,” I said. 
What was it I felt? Guilt? Not because of 
the fact that Scott had made love to me, 
but because it had been very, very precious 
and wonderful? Maria—I’m not preg- 
nant. I meant to call you and tell you. 
I—]I didn’t think you wanted to talk to me.” 

I heard her catch her breath. “You tell 
Joey,” she said slowly. “You tell him that 
I don’t want him coming over here to ask 
Scott again. I was crazy to go along with 
this. It’s—it’s affected Scott in some way. 
He isn’t the same, Bethie. I guess he feels 
terribly guilty.” 

No he doesn’t, I thought, getting some 
kind of warmth from the thought. Scott 
cares about me. Joey’s too wrapped up in 
his own guilt, and you’ve always been too 
busy worrying about whether the world 
realizes how wonderful you are, and I don’t 
have a child to care—But Scott—Scott 
cares! 

A few hours later, the phone rang again. 
This time, it was Scott. Without wanting 
to, I warmed to the sound of his voice. He 
sounded kind and friendly and worried. 
Not the way Maria had sounded. 

“Maria told me,” Scott said. “Bethie— 
I'm sorry. I know how much you wanted 
that baby. But I guess you know we can’t 
—we can’t try that again. I mean, Maria’s 
all upset. How’s Joey?” 

“Sick,” I said, my voice wavering. “He’s 
just sick about it. But—thanks for—for 
everything, Scott.” I hung up. Thanks for 
the wonderful, warm passion and the need 
and the gentleness. 


DIDN’T SEE Scott or Maria all that 

next week. Scott and Joey worked to- 
gether. but when Joey came home from 
work, he usually went right to bed, without 
even eating. 

And on Wednesday, he told me he was 
leaving me. 

“We've had it, Bethie.” he said, his eyes 
bleak. “I know we can’t go on living to- 
gether. If—if we’d have been able to have 
the kid, things might have worked out. But 
I know.” and his voice nearly broke, “I 
know you can’t stand the thought of having 
me touch you. It’s been like that ever since 
I told you about what’s wrong with me. So 
I’m clearing out. Tomorrow.” 

I wanted to be able to say something, to 
tell him that I still loved him. But I 
couldn’t. Because I didn’t feel that I did. 

He slept on the couch that night, and 
when [ got up the next morning, he was 
gone. This is it, I thought, wondering at 
how calm I felt. This is the way it feels 
when your marriage is smashed. 

At noon Scott phoned. “Where’s Joey?” 
he said, his voice worried. “We were sup- 
posed to pick up a load of siding at ten 
o'clock. He’s got to sign the papers. too.” 

“He’s gone,” I said dully. 

“Cone? Gone where?” 
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“Just-—-gone. He—we’ve split up, Scott.” 

There was a little silence. Then, “I'll 
drop by later, Bethie. Maybe I can help 
find him. Maria’s going out to some bridge 
club thing tonight. Better not tell her about 
Joey. It'd only shake her up.” 

I hung up. I didn’t think it would shake 
up Maria at all. Somehow, I felt that she 
would feel safer with Joey and me both 
gone. | closed my eyes. What—what had 
happened to us—all of us? Where was 
the closeness, the friendship that the four 
of us had had? When had it left us? 

It left us when we agreed upon adultery, 
I thought. But it was too late, too late to 
turn back. And all day, without wanting 
to. | looked forward to the time that Scott 
would come over. 

But by eight o’clock, I'd begun to wish 
that he wouldn’t come. He is Maria’s, I 
told myself, and I forced myself to think 
about their babies. I made myself think of 
Scott feeding a baby, or changing a diaper. 
[ thought of Scott and Maria on their wed- 
ding day. He’s my sister’s, I thought des- 
perately. 

But when I heard the knock on the door, 
I almost ran. 

“I found Joey,” Scott said. “He didn’t 
leave town or anything. He’s at a hotel 
downtown.” 

He followed me into the living room. “I 
don’t care,” I said, not looking at him. “I 
don’t care where he is.” 

I turned around and looked at Scott. He 
stood there, his face uncertain, his big 
hands at his sides. ““You—you don’t care?” 

Our eyes locked. Then, he was beside 
me, his face against my hair. “Bethie— 
little Bethie—I can’t forget. God—I want 
to, I don’t want to keep going over and over 
it, but I can’t help myself—” 

And it was like the other time. Both of 
us lonely, full of need, both of us clinging 
together, touching. 


almost. 





THAT NEXT DAY, I felt happy 

Beneath the remembering, there was 
guilt that IT couldn’t shut out. My sister 
knew Joey had left me. and when she came 
over to see me, to tell me she was sorry, I 
knew in a way that she was. She loved me, 
in spite of her selfishness. But I felt so 
guilty that I couldn’t look at her. 

I felt sure Scott would call me that day, 
but he didn’t. I went to bed feeling lonely 
and confused. The next morning, when I 
was sure he’d had time to get out to the 
field office. I called him. 

“Scott,” and I suddenly didn’t know 
quite what to say, or even why I'd called. 

There was a little pause. “Bethie,” he 
said. “I—I haven’t talked to Joey, if that’s 
why you called.” 

“That isn’t why.” 

He took a deep breath. “Look—last 
night—we shouldn’t have done what we 
did. I might as well tell you, [I’m crazy in 
love with Maria. I always have been. I 
know what she is, and I know what that 
makes me. but I can’t help myself. Last 
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night, and the other time were—wonderful. 
I don’t want to hurt you, honey, but—” 

“Those nights were wonderful but they 
were you and me and that isn’t enough.” 

“Bethie, for God’s sake—I’ve got kids!” 

I closed my eyes. “Of course, Scott. I’m 
sorry. Forgive me for calling you.” 

I hung up slowly. What had I expected? 
What had I wanted? Not for Scott ever to 
leave my sister, certainly. I’d never wanted 
that. Love, I thought wearily. Love was 
all I wanted. From somebody. The kind I 
never got from Joey, because the lie always 
put a barrier between us. 

It was that next day that I decided to put 
the house up for sale. I got an envelope 
from Joey, with money in it, but no mes- 
sage. About noon, I began packing my 
things. 

I guess I’d have moved right away if 
Maria hadn’t come over. She’d seen me 
taking down my living-room curtains, and 
she came over all upset. 

“T feel like it’s my fault,” she said, her 
eyes worried. “I—I guess I wanted too 
much, Bethie. I was crazy to ever go along 
with Joey’s plan. Look—why don’t you let 
Scott phone him, ask him to come back to 
you?” 

“T don’t know if I want him back.” 

“Bethie,” my sister said slowly. “Joey’s 
your husband. Okay—he lied to you. But 
he did it because he loves you. And he left 
you because he loves you too much to be 
able to go on like this. It’s up to you to 
call him.” 

I looked at her. That was the first thing 
she’d ever said to me that made sense. And 
I found that I was looking at her without 
feeling guilty. I’d never really taken Scott 
from her. No one could do that. He loved 
her. And he’d been lonely—because in a 
way, she’d shut him out. That’s why he’d 
responded to me like he did. 

I went over to the bookcase and touched 
one of Joey’s books. Maybe Joey was lonely 
too—and frightened. Maybe he needed me 
more now than ever before. 

Still—I didn’t call him. Not just then. 
I waited two days, to be sure I wanted to. 
And when I was finally sure that I wanted 
to try again—that a lifetime with Joey was 
what I really wanted, even if we had no 
children, I called him. 

But his hotel said he’d checked out. 


OR THE NEXT three weeks, Scott and 

Maria and I tried to find him. I got 
another money-order, postmarked from a 
town sixty miles away. Scott went up there 
that day, but he didn’t find him. 

I cried when he told me. “Look,” Scott 
said gently, “I'll find him, Bethie. I'll find 
him and bring him back and everything’s 
going to be okay—you'll see.” 

Maria sent some supper over for me later 
on, but I couldn’t eat. Scott and Maria 
thought it was all over—except for finding 
Joey. They thought he’d come back and 





we could all forget about the insane pag 
we'd made. 

But I knew we couldn’t—not any of 
Not ever. 

Because I was going to have Scott’s s baby, 

For a week, I’d told myself that I wa: 
only nervous or upset. But now, I was sure 
It couldn’t be anything else. And it haj 
happened when neither Joey nor Mari 
knew Scott and I were together. 

The baby I’d wanted so desperately | 
was carrying at last. But now—and the 
knowledge made me want to scream—noy, 
I wouldn't be able to keep it. Joey would 
never want me now. He’d know I'd gon? 
to Scott secretly, because I wanted to, no 
because we’d agreed upon it. 






Two DAYS LATER, I had the hou 

rented. The movers were to come thai 
next morning. I stood by my kitchen sink | 
looking out the window at the cool Septem. | 
ber night. The lights were on in Scott’ 
and Maria’s house. Something very won. 
derful had happened to them—somehoy, 
in the past few weeks, I’d felt it. Maria 
would be satisfied now. She’d be glad fo; 
what she had, for once in her life. j 

When I heard the front door open, | 
thought it was one of them—Scott or 
Maria. 

I called from the kitchen, trying to make 
my voice sound cheerful. “The light com. 
pany turned the lights off today. Just feel 
your way in. I didn’t want to have to pay 
next month’s bill—I thought the people 
who rent—” 

And then, I saw him. He stood in the 
doorway, and the dark shadow of him was 
terribly familiar and suddenly dear to me. 

Joey. 

“T came home,” he said softly. “Becaus 
like I once told you, there’s no life for me 
without. you. It’s like—like somebody 
pulled the ground out from under me.” He 
came nearer to me. “Bethie—will you take 
me back?” 

I turned away from him. And the words 
we'd both wanted to be spoken so badly— 
long time ago—came out of me sick and 
ashamed. 

“I’m going to have a baby. I’m going to 
have Scott’s baby.” 

I could hear his breathing, ragged and 
heavy. “But—but you said—” 

“I was with him twice,” I said clearly. 
“The second time, because I wanted to be.” 

He came over to me in the darkness, and 
I thought, he’s going to kill me. And it 
didn’t matter to me. 

He was crying, and it was a terrible 
thing to hear. “This is what it’s like to get 
kicked out of the Garden of Eden, Bethie. 
And it’s my fault. Because I started it.” 
He sat down at the table and I saw the 
glow of his cigarette as he lit it. “So we 
leave town. We move out.” His voice gre¥ 
hard. “And we don’t tell Scott and Maria 
why.” 
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1TE MOVED—that next day. Joey sold 
out his interest in the business to Scott. 
We're together, Joey and I, but in a way, 
we're not together at all. Joey blames him- 
self for everything that happened, and he 
won't listen to me when I try to tell him that 
it wasn’t just his fault. It was mine, too, for 
thinking that a child can be born out of 
shame and the shame can be forgotten. 
And it was Maria’s, for wanting to be wor- 


shipped, not just loved. And Scott’s, for 
being weak and going along with us. It 
was all of our faults—for thinking that 
adultery can ever, ever be right. 

Every night, I get down on my knees and 
beg God to let Joey and me find some sort 
of understanding, so that when the child is 
born, we can forget about the past. 

So that we can create a new Garden of 
Eden, and this time not lose it. 


THE END 





I Tempted Trouble 


(Continued from Page 33) 


school was out, Mom said, “Carol, I want 
you to give the house a good cleaning to- 
day. And as soon as you’re through, go 
down to the market and get these things.” 

She handed me a list: steak, vegetables, 
rolls, lettuce, ice cream, cake—quite a 
change from our usual ground beef and 
canned carrots. 

_“M-m-m, it makes my mouth 
What are we celebrating?” I asked. 

She flushed and turned away. “I’m ex- 
pecting someone for dinner.” 

Dad, my heart cried. I swept and dusted 
and polished until the house shone. | 
rushed to the store and came back with 
the groceries, plus Dad’s favorite brand of 
coffee. I made the salad and set it in the 
refrigerator. I fixed the vegetables and put 
potatoes in the oven to bake. I set the table 
with the best silver and china, and made a 
center-piece of rosebuds. When I heard a 
car stop outside I flung the front door 
wide open, ready to rush into Dad’s arms. 

But it wasn’t Dad’s car! And the man 
who was helping Mom out of the car 
wasn’t Dad! I stared at him open mouthed. 
Who the heck was he? Maybe Mom’s boss. 
But he looked too young to be a boss. He 
was dark, with flashing brown eyes and a 
self-assured manner. 

I had recovered my poise by the time 
they reached the house. Mom said, “This 
is my little daughter Carol, Bill.” 

What did she mean—little daughter, I 
thought indignantly. I was as tall as she 
was, and well developed for my age. 

Bill’s dark eyes swept over me. “She’s 
just as pretty as her mother,” he smiled. 

The dinner was a big success for Mom 
and her friend, but as for me, I might as 
well have been eating sawdust. 

Afterwards Bill said, “Why don’t we 
take in a show? There’s a swell picture on 
at the State. Like shows, Carol?” 

“But Carol has home—” Mom began. 

No, Mom, I don’t have homework,” I 
broke in. “School’s out—or didn’t you 
know?” After all, if Bill invited me, why 
shouldn’t I go? It would be better than 
spending another long, lonely evening 
brooding over my disappointment. 


water. 


Bill sat between Mom and me at the 
show. I wished it could have been Dad who 
was sitting in his place. but every time his 
shoulder pressed against mine I got a 
strange thrill. I wondered why Mom felt 
she had to entertain him. Maybe he had 
done her a favor in the office and this 
was her way of showing her appreciation. 

What a dumb little dope I was! 

That night, after Bill left. Mom broke 
the news to me. “I wanted you and Bill 
to meet Carol,” she said. “But I didn’t 
feel like asking him to the house until 
after the final divorce had been granted. 
You’ve got to be very careful in a case 
like that or the whole thing backfires. You 
see—you see Bill and I are going to be 
married.” 

“Married!” I repeated, completely 
shocked. “But, Mom, are you crazy?— 
he’s so much younger than you. How can 
you do that to Dad?” 

Trying to hold back the tears I ran to 
my room and banged the door shut. I 
grabbed a pen and a piece of paper and 
started scrawling a note to Dad: 

“Dad, I want you to come and get 
me right away. I hate to tell you, but 
Mom’s going to get married. I can’t 
keep on living here—I just can’t. Please 
come and take me away? Please, Dad 
—please!” 

Next morning I mailed it as soon as 
Mom left for work. But he wouldn’t get 
it until tomorrow. How could I stand all 
those hours of waiting until I could run 
to his arms and sob my heart out against 
his broad shoulder? 

But that very day another blow nearly 
knocked me out. There was a letter from 
Dad in the mail with an unfamiliar post- 
mark: 

“Honey, when this reaches you Ill be 
on a plane headed east. It all happened 
so suddenly I didn’t have a chance to 
see you before I left. The company is 
sending me to push the sale of some of 
their products. It’s a chance I couldn’t 
afford to turn down. I’m not sure just 
what my schedule is, but I'll drop you a 
card now and then. It may he a month 
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or six weeks before I get back. Have a 

good vacation, honey.” 

\ month or six weeks, I thought, sick. 
By that time they’d probably be married. 
But nothing could make me live with 
them. I’d run away—I’d change my name 
ind get a job—I’d—oh, stop kidding your- 
self, you dope, 1 told myself. Dad’s your 
only hope, and you know it. 


‘ROM THAT time on, Bill always called 

at the house to pick up Mom. But I 
wouldn’t even open the door for him. I 
shut myself up in my room and let him 
entertain himself while he waited for Mom 
to finish dressing. 

[his riled Mom who still hadn’t quite 
forgiven me for the way I reacted to her 
news. “Look, Carol, isn’t it about time 
you stopped acting like a sulky kid every 
time Bill comes to the house?” she said 
one day. “Next time he calls here Ill 
expect you to open the door for him and 
show him that you can act like an adult 
until I’m ready to leave.” 

All right, I thought. [’ll show him. 
Maybe Mom would be sorry. Maybe I 
could even make her jealous, then she’d 
be only too glad to let me live with Dad. 

Remembering the way his shoulder had 
kept pressing mine at the show, and the 
way his eyes had lingered on my body, I 
was prepared to act like an adult next 
time he called. I changed into a skin-tight 
sweater and slim, tapering capris, and I 
was brushing my hair into shining curls 
when I heard his ring at the doorbell. I 
dabbed on some lipstick and rushed to 


open the door. “Come in,” I smiled. 

“Mom’ll be ready in a few minutes.” 
Walking with a sexy wiggle, I went 

ahead of him into the living room. I 


seated myself on a pile of cushions on the 
floor and waited for him to make the next 
move 

He slowly lit a cigarette and leaned 
back in his chair. “How old are you, 
Carol?” he asked. “Too young for me to 


offer you a cigarette, I guess.” 

Nearly seventeen,” I replied. Sure, it 
was an exaggeration. I was only just six- 
teen, but with lipstick and all, I could 
have passed for eighteen. 


When Mom came in and found the two 
f us laughing and talking together she 
smiled at me approvingly. Bill rose and 
his dark eyes burned into mine. “Be see- 
Carol,” he said, and his hand 
brushed mine as if by accident. 

\fter they left I tried to read, but a 
tingle of excitement ran 
through me so that I couldn’t concentrate. 
My skin seemed to burn where Bill’s hand 
had touched mine. I had the uneasy sen- 


ing you, 


queer little 


sation that his amused eyes were watching 
me. For some odd reason I found it hard 
to go to sleep that night. 

\fter that, Bill usually arrived earlier 
for his dates with Mom. I wondered that 
Mom didn’t get suspicious, but in her 


eyes I was nothing but a kid, and likely 
70 


she was grateful to Bill for bothering with 
me. “I’m glad you two are getting along 
better, Carol,” she told me. “I was afraid 
at first you resented Bill taking your 
father’s place.” 

As if anyone could ever take my big, 
gentle Dad’s place! 


MY SCHEME was working out—but 

not the way I’d planned. Instead of 
making Mom jealous, I was the one torn 
by jealousy. My plot had backfired. I had 
fallen for Bill—hard. Sure, I'd had crush- 
es on fellows before, but this was different 
somehow. 

Bill wasn’t a school kid, he was a so- 
phisticated man of the world. There were 
times when I had the uneasy feeling he 
was playing with me like a cat plays with 
a mouse. Yet there were other times when 
his eyes seemed to caress me, and his 
hands lingered on mine when they touched. 
But of course I hid my feelings—at least, I 
hoped I did. 

One day he asked softly, “Anyone ever 
tell you how pretty you are, Carol?” 

I shrugged. “That old stuff doesn’t mean 
a thing,” I laughed lightly. 

Before he could answer, Mom came into 
the room, looking young and attractive and 
desirable. “Sorry to keep you waiting so 
long,” she apologized. 

With jealous eyes I watched him take 
her arm and lead her out to the car. Life 
was becoming unbearable. It was revolting 
to think of Mom lying in his arms, receiv- 
ing his kisses and caresses. A girl hates 
to have such thoughts of her mother even 
if she’s not in love with her mother’s boy 
friend. Oh, it was a horrible mix-up, and 
getting worse every day. I'd have to get 
out of here somehow before they married. 
I realized I couldn’t trust myself to live 
in the same house with Bill—and some- 
thing warned me I couldn’t trust Bill 
either. 

I tried to interest myself in other things, 
but most of the kids I used to run around 
with were away on trips or at camp. Mom’s 
vacation wasn’t due until the middle of 
August. I wondered sickly if it would be 
a combined vacation and honeymoon, but 
Mom wasn’t saying. So about all I could 
do was mope around the house—except 
when Bill was there. 

One evening just about dinner time Mom 
rang up. “Carol, go ahead with your din- 
ner,” she said. “I’ve got some work to 
finish before I can leave the office, so I'll 
just eat a snack down town. I called Bill 
but I couldn’t get him. When he comes 
tell him I may not be home until about 
seven.” 

I gulped down my dinner, put on a cute 
dress I’d talked Mom into buying for me 
last pay day, sneaked some of her perfume, 
and waited in breathless anticipation for 
Bill to arrive. I was so excited I couldn’t 
sit still. At every sound of an approaching 
car I’d dash to the window and peek out. 

When his car finally parked at the curb, 





my first impulse was to rush to the door 
and fling it wide open. But I mustn’t ap- 
pear too eager. I forced myself to wait 
until he rang the bell. 

“Hi, Carol!” he greeted me. His eves 
swept over my body and lingered. “All 
dolled up for a date tonight?” 

I shook my head. “Mom called up to 
say she'd be late,” I said primly. “She 
likely won’t be home until about seven.” 

I held my breath, half expecting him to 
say he’d return later. He paused for a 
moment, then he stepped inside. He 
glanced at his watch. “Six-fifteen. Well, 
itll give us a chance to get better ac- 
quainted—huh, Carol?” he grinned. He 
sat down on the couch. “Go ahead—tell 
me all about your boy friends at school.” 

I tossed my head. “I’m not interested 
in those half-baked kids at school. I go 
for older men.” 

He laughed. “Real old guys of twenty- 
seven, for instance?” 

I stared wide-eyed at him. “You mean 
you’re only twenty-seven—and Mom... .” 
I clapped my hand over my mouth. I had 
nearly let the cat out of the bag. 

He was looking at me in the oddest 
way. He was smiling in an amused sort 
of way, but his eyes were like two smoul- 
dering fires as they gazed into mine. “You 
know, Carol,” he said softly. “I envy the 
guy who'll teach you about love.” 

I shrugged. “I don’t think there’s much 
to learn.” 

He laughed. “That’s what you think, 
baby!” He reached out and pulled me 
down on his lap, and kissed the tip of 
my ear. [ was scared to death—yet I 
was thrilled, too. He was holding me so 
tight with his arm around my waist that 
[ could hardly breathe. What if Mom 
should come in and find us like this? Yet 
wasn’t that what I’d set out to do—spoil 
her romance? 

He took my chin and turned my face 
around to his. His mouth swept tanta- 
lizingly over my cheeks, my eyelids, my 
throat, until I melted in his arms, and 
pulses I didn’t know I possessed throbbed 
all over my body. Then he kissed me full 
on the lips until I lost all sense of time— 
of everything but his nearness. 

I don’t know how much later—the sound 
of Mom’s key in the lock jerked me back 
to my senses, Bill laughed in a funny sort 
of way and pushed me off his knee. I was 
absolutely shaking all over. I thought I 
was going to pass out cold, I felt so awful. 
But Bill acted as smooth and poised as 
usual. Evidently in his eyes I was nothing 
but a kid to be teased and petted. 

“Tt was sweet of you to wait, Bill,” 
Mom said when she came into the room. 
“I won’t be more than fifteen minutes.” 

“No rush, hon,” he replied with a smile. 

After they left together I couldn’t settle 
down to anything. I was tormented by 
jealousy and a bitter sense of frustration. 
I wasn’t as smart as I thought I was. Bill 
was the smart one. Now everything was 
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fouled up worse than ever. What was | 
going to do about it? What could I do 
about it? 


ALF THE NIGHT I lay awake trying 

desperately to find a way out. Though 
[| wouldn’t admit it at first, I think I knew 
all the time that there was only one thing 
to do: I mustn’t see Bill again. I must put 
him out of my life, out of my thoughts. All 
my efforts to bring Dad and Mom together 
had failed—and I was the one most hurt. 

But I dreaded another argument with 
Mom if I refused to sit with Bill while she 
was getting ready to go out with him. I'd 
have to think up a good excuse. But I 
had no current boy friend to take me to 
a show, even if Mom approved, which I 
knew she wouldn’t. All my girl friends 
were away or else baby-sitting most eve- 
nings. 

Babysitting! That was an idea. 

Next day I phoned the school office 
where they usually had calls for baby-sit- 
ters. Yes, they could fix me up. What 
evenings would I be available? I didn’t 
have to think twice to answer that ques- 
tion. 

At first Mom wouldn’t hear of my ac- 
cepting such a job. “You know I don’t 
like you being out late at night, Carol,” 
she said. 

But when I complained how boring it 
was to be alone in the house all evening, I 
guess she felt sort of guilty about it, so 
she gave a grudging consent. “See that 
they drive you home,” she said. 

No matter what time the job started I 
always made a point of leaving before 
Bill arrived. I couldn’t take any chances. 
I knew once I saw him I’d weaken. I’d 
just have to keep my fingers crossed that 
Dad would get back before they married 
and take me to live with him. 

The evenings were bearable. I liked kids 
and got along well with them. But the 
days simply dragged. It seemed like 
school would never start. I was sick of 
loafing around the house with nothing to 
interest me except an occasional card from 
Dad. “Everything is going fine,” he’d 
write. “When I get back we'll go out 
together and celebrate.” 

Evidently he hadn’t received my frantic 
note yet. Likely he couldn’t give them a 
forwarding address. 

Every day it was the same old routine. 
I'd get up after Mom had left for work, fix 
my breakfast, wash the dishes, and give 
the house a lick and a promise. After 
lunch, I’d take the money Mom had left 
for groceries and go to the store. 

One afternoon I happened to be chang- 
ing my dress before going to the store 
when I heard the doorbell ring. Could be 
the mailman with a special delivery letter, 
I thought excitedly, tugging at the back 
zipper on my dress as I ran to open the 
door. 

But it wasn’t the mailman—it was Bill! 

I stood there like a zombie. staring at 
him. He stepped inside and shut the door 


behind him. | felt like 1 was on ice—all 
numb and cold and shivery. 

He smiled at me. Then he reached out 
and tipped my face up to meet his eyes. 
“You’re not mad at me, are you, Carol?” 
he said softly. 

At his touch the old pounding of my 
heart started again. I tried to steady my 
voice and say as casually as_ possible, 
“Mom isn’t home, Bill. Do you want to 
leave a message for her?” 

“Tt was you I came to see, Carol—to 
find out why you’ve been avoiding me.” 

“Oh, didn’t Mom tell you? I’ve got a 
job baby-sitting.” I hoped desperately my 
voice sounded natural. 

He said with a teasing smile, “Aren’t you 
going to ask me in, Carol?” 

“Well—I was just getting ready to go 
to the grocery store,” I stammered. 

“Go ahead—finish getting ready and I'll 
drive you over there.” He followed me 
into my room. “Anything I can do to 
help?” He caught me by the shoulders 
and swung me around. “I’m an expert at 
zipping up dresses in the back, for in- 
stance.” 

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. For his lips 
were sweeping over my bare back. Then 
—oh, I don’t know how it happened—I 
was facing him and he was kissing my 
lips—madly—passionately. My body came 
alive against his. I clung to him as if I 
could never let go. 

“Carol—my little darling,” he was whis- 
pering. But I hardly heard him. Words 
meant nothing to me. I felt myself growing 
weak—too weak to fight the wave of long- 
ing that surged through my whole body. 

Without a word he took me in his arms 
and carried me over to the bed. I could 
feel the thunder of his heart and hear 
his rough breathing. I felt myself growing 
limp in his arms when the sound of the 
doorbell ringing struck me like a bolt of 
lightning. 

I stiffened. “The bell,” I gasped. 

His grip didn’t loosen. “Likely a sales- 
man,” he muttered. “Pay no attention.” 


UDDENLY AN awareness of the dread- 

ful thing that was happening to me 
seized me. I put my hands against Bill’s 
chest and pushed with all my strength. 
“Let me go!” I cried wildly, but his arms 
held me brutally tight. 

The doorbell rang again. I screamed. 
Bill clamped his hand over my mouth. 
“Shut up, you little fool!” he snarled. 

I felt like I was smothering. As I fran- 
tically tried to shake off Bill’s clutching 
hand, I heard the door burst open and a 
voice shout, “Carol!” 

Dad’s voice. 

In a sickening, terrifying flash I took in 
everything. Dad had returned, found my 
note, and hadn’t wasted a minute in com- 
ing to me. When he heard me scream he 
had used the door key he still carried on 
his key ring and rushed to my aid. What 
he saw must have shocked him beyond 
words. 
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In two strides he was over at the bed. 
With the strength of a mad man he lifted 
Bill and flung him to the floor. He knelt 
on top of him, pounding his head against 
the bare boards. 

In terror I clambered to my feet and 
tried to hold on to Dad’s arms. “Stop it, 
Dad!” I cried. “You'll kill him!” 

“T intend to kill him,” he said grimly. I 
could hardly believe that this ashen-faced, 
violent man was my easy-going. gentle 
Dad. 

“Dad. listen to me,” I sobbed. “He 
didn’t harm me—you got here just in time. 
I’m the one to blame for what happened. I 
led him on—to keep him from marrying 
Mom. I thought—that way, I ceuld bring 
you and her together again. Oh, Dad—” 

He slowly rose to his feet and wiped 
the blood off his hands. He threw a con- 
temptuous look at Bill lying there moan- 
ing. “Get up,” he ordered, “and get out 
of here. If you ever put a foot in this 
house again I’ll knock your head in.” 

I was scared Bill wouldn’t be able to 
make it. But he managed to get up and 
stagger out of the house. A little later I 
heard his car start and drive away. 


WAITED for Dad to take me in his 

arms and mop up my tears like he used 
to do, but he just looked at me in a dis- 
gusted sort of way. “Go and make yourself 
presentable,” he said stonily. 

I went into the bathroom and bolted the 
door. All the time I was taking a shower 
I was crying my heart out. What a mess 
I'd made of things. Now neither Mom nor 
Dad would want me. 

Because I shrank from facing Dad again 
I spent about an hour dressing and 
straightening up the bedroom. The thought 
of sleeping in that bed again turned me 
sick to my stomach. I could hear Dad 
pacing around the living room. When I 
couldn’t stall any longer, there was noth- 
ing for it but to join him. 

When he saw me he stopped pacing and 
said abruptly, “Go pack your things.” 

“But—but why, Dad?” I stammered. 

“I’m taking you out of here.” He glanced 
at his watch. “Hurry.” 

In a sort of daze I went into my room 





and started taking things out of my closet, 
[ couldn't fit them all into the one small 
suitcase I possessed—but surely Dad didn’t 
mean he was taking me away for keeps, 
He couldn’t do that, not when I was to stay 
with Mom. 

I went back to the living room. “Dad, | 
can’t walk out on Mom like this,” I said 
in a trembling voice. “I simply can’t.” 

“Do as I told you,” he said sternly. “ 
want you to be ready to leave as soon as 
your mother gets home.” 

I must have packed and unpacked that 
suitcase half a dozen times before I heard 
Mom’s key in the door. I ran to meet her 
and threw myself into her arms. “Mom!” 
I sobbed. “Oh, Mom!” 

She gazed bewildered from me to Dad. 
“What's going on here?” she asked. 

Dad’s lips were set in a thin, white line. 
“I came in here to find that creep you plan 
to marry attempting to rape your daughter, 
I’m taking her where she'll receive proper 
care and supervision.” 

The blood drained from Mom’s face, 
She dropped weakly into the nearest chair, 
“Carol, is this true?” she gasped. 

I nodded dumbly. 

She covered her face with her hands, 
“My God! My God!” I heard her moan. “I 
can never forgive myself.” 

Dad watched her, and I could see the 
stern lines fade from his face and crumple 
into tenderness. He took a deep breath 
and moved over to where she sat. He laid 
his hand gently on her bowed head and 
said, “Ruth, if God can forgive us then | 
guess we should forgive ourselves.” 

Through a blur of tears I saw her raise 
her head and lean it against Dad’s broad 
shoulder. I slipped out of the room and 
knelt by my bed, praying as I’d_ never 
prayed before. “Dear God, give us all an- 
other chance—please—please,” I pleaded. 

That was three months ago. Mom sold 
the house that held so many bitter memor- 
ies and we have moved into a new neigh- 
borhood. Dad comes over quite regularly, 
and we’re hoping that we'll all be together 
again pretty soon. As for me, I had to 
learn a badly needed lesson the hard way. 
and never again will I make the same mis 


take. THE END 





I Had No Shame 


(Continued from Page 37) 


holding my breath. Every time a car passed 
I would start, listening. When he finally 
arrived I was nervous and tense. He came 
in and smiled at me, and I relaxed. 
“Marty, I'd like you to meet my daugh- 
ter Pat,” I said, proud of Pat’s well-formed 
figure and golden skin. For just a second 
I thought I saw Marty looking at her in a 
way he’d never looked at me, but when I 
looked closer he was just smiling at her 
and holding out his hand. I must have 
imagined it. I thought. and quickly dis- 


carded the idea. Pat was looking at Marty 
quizzically, and I knew she was surprised 
at how young he was. She glanced at me 
once and raised her eyebrows, but I just 
smiled reassuringly, wanting her to know 
it was all right. Later Steve came for her, 
and the rest of that evening was Marty’s 
and mine. 

The next day Pat confronted me. I could 
tell she was hesitant, and didn’t want to 
say anything. 

“Mother.” she said finally. “isn’t this 
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Marty awfully young? How old is he?” 
I sighed. I knew it had to come out some 
time. “He’s thirty-two, twelve years 
younger than me. He’s just a good friend, 
hon, you don’t have to worry about it.’ 

“I’m not worried, it’s just that—well, he 
does look awfully young. Oh, well, as long 
as it isn’t serious . . . there’s something 
vaguely familiar about him. I can’t place 
him, but I know I’ve seen him before.” 

“He works in real estate,” I said. “You 
might have seen him when one of your 
friends was getting an apartment,” and 
that dismissed the subject. 

After that I saw Marty every evening. 
He'd pick me up after work and we'd have 
dinner at my house, then we’d sit around 
talking or listening to records. Marty 
began staying so late that when Pat came 
from a date with Steve, he’d still be there. 
Sometimes I’d be saying goodnight to him 
on the front porch. I could tell after the 
first night that Pat wasn’t pleased. I knew 
she hadn’t expected to see him again, and 
then when she saw him every night, still 
there when she got in. I knew it was just 
a matter of time. 


HE EXPLOSION CAME about a week 

later. It was late, and I had just come 
upstairs. Pat was waiting at the top of the 
stairway. 

“Well. Mother.” she said, “how much 
longer is this going to go on? I thought 
there was nothing to it? Do you know, 
have you any idea, how it looks?” 

“I don’t much care how it looks,” I said, 
beginning to get angry myself. “I’ve given 
you ten years of my life and I don’t regret 
it. But I’m still a woman, I’ve still got 
wants, and desires. And my life isn’t over 
yet.” 

“Okay, but not him, anyone but him.” 

“What’s wrong with Marty?” I was al- 
most shouting now. “He means a lot to me. 
It's... it’s like a new life since I met him. 
Sure, he’s a few years younger than me, 
me...” 

“A few years! You’re old enough to be 
his mother!” 

“Not quite,” I said grimly. 

“At thirty-two a man is still young. But 
at forty-four a woman is old. Mother, do 
you know what they’re saying, all the 
neighbors? They’re saying you’re chasing 
him, that you have no shame. Every night 
they see you, on the front porch with him, 
real late.” 

“It makes no difference,” I said. I took a 
deep breath and added, “I’m going to 
marry Marty.” 

“Marry! Oh, no!” Pat paused, then 
rushed on desperately. “I... I didn’t want 
to tell you this, didn’t plan to, but you 
can’t marry him. Do you remember, when 
I first met him, I said I thought I’d seen 
him before? Well, I remember where, and 
when. It was when Alice got—got preg- 
nant. Remember it was an older man, and 
they couldn’t get him to marry her... it 
was him. I remember—Alice was my best 


friend. I was there when they saw him. 


tried to make him . . . It was him. He’s 
no good, please, Mother . . .” 

I recoiled from her “How can you, Pat? 
To—to lie like that, deliberately . . .” I 
turned away. 

“Tt’s no lie,” Pat was shouting, her eyes 
blazing. “If you don’t believe me, call 
Alice’s mother. She knows, the name and 
address, she knows. She’ll tell you. Go on, 
call her.” 

I was trembling. If it were true... but 
I couldn’t believe that, not about Marty 
who had made my life so wonderful . . . I 
couldn’t believe that about Marty. But sud- 
denly I was remembering the way he had 
looked at Pat... But I couldn’t make the 
call, I didn’t dare. I couldn’t have my won- 
derful new world come tumbling down at 
my feet. I turned away, started toward my 
room. 

“Go on, call her,” Pat was screaming. 
“You're afraid to, because you know it’s 
true. And you'll go right on seeing him, 
every night, for as long as he'll keep on. 
Even though he’s twelve years younger 
than you, and the neighbors talk, and you 
know he’s just doing it because you’ve got 
something he wants, you'll go right on, 
until he’s used you, and doesn’t want you 
any more.” 

She was standing in front of me, tears 
streaming down her face. Then she said the 
words that hurt me. made me sick inside. 

“T think it’s disgusting. If it was one of 
my friend’s mothers I’d be just sick. But— 
my own mother .. .” Then she had fled to 
her own room, left me alone, and knowing. 

The next morning Pat came down to 
breakfast with red puffy eyes. 

“T don’t suppose you’ve changed your 
mind,” she said woodenly. 

“No.” I said. I wanted to explain, to 
make her understand, to make her see that 
when you’ve just found something won- 
derful, something that you’ve been search- 
ing for for years without knowing that 
you’ve been searching, you don’t throw it 
away. You can’t. In spite of a difference in 
age, or what the neighbors are saying, or 
even if you know that it can’t last, and 
that you will be hurt, you still can’t throw 
it away. 

“Well, Mother,” Pat was saying, “if you 
don’t mind, I think I'll move up the date 
of my wedding. I'd like to have it as soon 
as possible. It won’t be too much trouble, 
it’s such a small wedding. But, the sooner 
the better. I think I’d just like to leave as 
soon as possible.” 

“All right.” I said stiffly. 
hurt, but I had made my decision and I was 


I was sad, and 


going to stick by it 

We set the wedding date for that Sunday 
and notified the few relatives and friends 
who would be coming. I was losing Pat 
even sooner than I had planned, but that 
was just the way it would have to be. I 
didn’t tell Marty any of what had hap- 
pened, or knew of him. I 
couldn’t have told him even if I had wanted 
to, and I didn’t want to. 


what I now 
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about it. 


After they left, the house 
quiet, suddenly too quiet and now it 


med much too big. It was then that I 
ided to take Marty’s advice and sell. 
next day when I saw him I told him 


€ 


of my decision. 
Well, that’s more like it,” 


he said smil- 


“A house like that is too big for just 


person. 


I'll start looking for a nice 


partment for you, and I'll put the house 


Kne 


the 


market.” 


sighed and relaxed. I decided to give 
irty power of attorney, and I knew with 
handling the sale it shouldn’t be bad. 
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now is the time to mention mar- 


WW ¢ 


Ww 


he 


what the house was worth and I 
shouldn’t have too much trouble 


ig rid of it. That night Marty stayed 
en longer than usual, and seemed to have 

desire to leave. When I mentioned the 
ict that I had to get up the next morning 
x0 to work, he said, “Relax, baby, Pat’s 


re 
pt us now.” 


nt 


our marriage. 


anymore. There’s nobody to in- 


Now, I 


I waited, hoping, but 


st drew me down to him and our lips 
and after that I forgot all about mar- 
and everything else. 


next day when Marty picked me up 


work his eyes were shining. 
|.” he said, “I put the house up for 
and I’ve already found you a nice 


apartment. 


I'll take you over there 


nd you can look it over.” 


drove 


right over, and I fell in love 


the tiny apartment. Marty helped me 


in the 


next day. 


Now things were 


hat better. There were no more pry- 
ehbors and I found the size of the 
ment fit me almost perfectly. 
been living in the apartment for over 
th when I began to wonder about the 
f the house. The price that I was ask- 
is certainly reasonable and it was in 


cellent 


neighborhood, 


but although 


le were apparently looking at it every 


isk Marty 


t still remained unsold. 
whether it had been sold 


he’d shrug. 
it 


vt built 


takes time, baby,” he’d say. 
a day, 


in 


Every day 


“Rome 


you know. Don’t 


when it’s sold you'll be the first to 


few months later Marty was still pro- 
ng that selling a house took time and 
ine would be sold any day now. I 


stopped asking him every day. 


One 


ifter work I stopped off at a florist 
to buy some plants to decorate my 


tment windows, 


It occurred to me that 


small and over 
I didn’t let Marty know be- 
cause I knew it would spoil it for Pat if he 


[ might have le*t some garden tools in 
the garage in back of the house, and I 
decided to stop off there on my way home 
and see if any were still there. As I started 
up the street I began to steel myself for 
the sight of the house that had meant so 
much to me for so long—it would be dark 
and empty now, without any life. As I got 
nearer, I noticed that the sprinkler was 
running on the lawn. That’s funny, I 
thought, I guess the realty company turned 
it on. Then I noticed that there were cur- 
tains up at the windows, and a moment 
later as I stood there staring at the house a 
young girl came out. 

I don’t know how long I stood on the 
sidewalk staring at the house. My mind 
wouldn’t seem to work. The people had 
obviously been living there for some time. 
Yet Marty kept insisting that the house 
had not been sold. Why, I kept asking my- 
self, why hadn’t Marty told me when the 
house was sold? 

That night I confronted him. 

“Today I happened to go by my house— 
you know, the one that hasn’t been sold 
yet,” I said. “I’d like the money.” 

Marty sighed. “So now you know,” he 
said. 

“What did you do with the money?” I 
asked. I felt numb, but there was a vague 
sense of relief too. Now I knew. I knew 
how he had used me, and it was all over. 
I had been waiting, ever since the night 
Pat had exploded, and now I knew. 

*“T—it’s gone,’? Marty was saying. 
“There’s only a little left. I spent it. I 
needed the money for—something. Don’t 
worry, I'll pay it back, sometime.” 

“Sometime!” I repeated. “You'll pay it 
back now!” 

“Now. baby. take it easy. You'll get your 
money back. It was just a loan, a nice 
friendly loan.” 

He leaned forward and pulled me to 
him. I fought him off for as long as I could. 
And even when I gave in to him, his lips 
demanding submission, I felt sick inside. 
Knowing as I did that he would take all he 
could get, I still let him use me. and now 
that he had used me, had taken my money 
and not even bothered to excuse his ac- 
tions, I still gave in to him. And I felt 
sicker still when I knew what I was going 
to do. what I had to do. 

“Marty.” I said. pulling away from him, 
“it could be yours. You wouldn’t have to 
pay it back. You could have the money, 
free and clear. You just have to do one 
thing.” 

I paused, feeling sick, disgusted with 
myself. But I knew I had to go through 
with it, had to go to the lowest depths, had 
to sink till I could go no further. 

“Just one thing and it could be yours,” 
I said, tempting, watching as his eyes 
brightened, as his interest grew. I could see 
what he was thinking—a way out, this 
could be a way out. 


“Okay, I'll bite,” 


he said, trying to be 
cool, not to appear too eager. But I knew he 


was eager, would do almost anything, be 
cause he knew and I knew that I could 
cause a lot of trouble for him and his com. 
pany if he didn’t pay back the money. 

“What’s on your mind?” he repeated, 

“All you have to do,” I said slowly, 
despising myself, “is marry me.’ 

“Marry you!” The words were almost 
shouted. “Marry you!” 

I sank down in the chair and held my 
breath. How much more would I have tg 
submit to? 

“Marry you!” Marty was repeating. 
rather go to jail.” 

This was it, and it was just as Pat had 
said—TI had no shame. To throw myself at 
his feet, knowing that he had used me, 
deliberately used me, I still asked for more, 
And I had got more. Marty had rejected 
me, completely, finally, humiliatingly. And 
now there was nothing left. Everything was 
over. A great feeling of emptiness swept 
over me, and I turned away from Marty's 
pleading. 

“Please, baby,” he was saying. “I'll pay 
it back, I swear I'll pay it back. Every 
cent. All I need is time. I want to pay it 
back. Marrying you—all that—we don't 
need to do that, I'll pay it back.” 

I turned toward him and sighed. “How 
can you expect me to forgive you enough 
for that?” Then I stood up and walked 
toward the window. “All right,” I said, my 
back to him, “all right. You pay it back, 
on your own terms, anything. Just get out, 
leave me alone. I never want to see you 
again.” 

“Okay. baby.” he said, and his gratitude 
was so obvious it made me sick. “Okay, 
you'll get it all back.” Then he was gone, 
leaving a great emptiness that I knew 
would take a long time to fill. 

That was a month ago. I haven’t heard 
from him since, and maybe I never will. It 
won’t make any difference whether I get 
my money back or not, nothing seems to 
make any difference any more. The first 
few days at work were pretty bad. Whenl 
left, I found myself involuntarily looking 
around for Marty. Then I’d start remem 
bering... 

It’s not so bad now. There’s just a dull 
emptiness in my heart. Two days ago I got 
a letter from Pat. She said she was sorry 
we had parted that way and that she 
realizes now that I had a right to live my 
own life as I wanted, with no interference 
from her. She said she was sorry for the 
things she’d said, and that she would like 
a chance to make it up. She and Steve 
have bought a house in west Los Angeles, 
and she wants me to come out there and 
live with them “if it’s what you want.” 

I’ve thought it over and decided it’s what 
I want. I’ve learned my lesson—I won't go 
searching for love again, and if it’s offered 
to me I won’t sacrifice my self-respect to 
keep it. Perhaps in Los Angeles I can for 
get. And perhaps in time the dull empti- 
ness will leave, and I can be free again. 


THE END 
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